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CHAPTER  I. 

Wherein  one  of  two  fellow-travellers  relieves  the  tedious- 
ness  of  a  journey  by  a  relation,  to  which  the  attention 
of  the  reader  is  necessarily  requested. 

On  a  road  which  leaves  the  city  of  Dublin 
in  a  southerly  direction,  and  touching  upon 
the  borders  of  Kildare,  traverses  the  county 
of  Wicklow,  there  journeyed,  some  few  years 
now  past,  one  of  those  nondescript  vehicles, 
still  seen  in  many  parts  of  Ireland,  and  called 
(though  not  without  the  ambiguity  of  an 
alias)  a  caravan.  It  is  true,  that  it  could  boast 
of  four  horses,  but  the  stages  were  long  and 
the  drivers  had  general  orders  to  be  considerate, 
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SO  that  the  pace  was  in  no  way  alarming,  and  if 
six  miles  were  accomplished  in  the  hour,  it  was 
held  to  be  both  safe  and  fair  work.  The 
caravan,  for  whatever  originally  intended,  was 
on  all  necessary  occasions  strenuously  main- 
tained to  be  eminently  adapted  for,  and  quite 
adequate  to  the  carriage  of  as  many  passengers 
outside  as  chose,  or  were  forced  to  avail  them- 
selves of  its  accommodation.  Under  the  roof 
it  was  divided  into  two  compartments ;  one  of 
which,  sheltered  over  head,  was  exposed  on 
both  sides,  while  the  other,  set  apart  (by  price) 
for  those  wha  wished  to  be  peculiarly  select, 
resembled  the  inside  of  an  ordinary  stage  coach, 
and,  being  cushioned  and  altogether  the  most 
comfortable  part  of  the  vehicle,  was  dignified 
with  the  name  of  the  "  parlour." 

In  this  department  of  our  vehicle,  on  the  day 
on  which  its  rumbling  motion  attracts  our 
notice,  sat  two  travellers,  led  no  doubt  to  im- 
mure themselves  within  it  by  the  drizzling, 
gloomy  appearance  of  the  morning.  As  the 
road,  never  very  interesting,  was  not  rendered 
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more  so  by  this  state  of  the  weather,  they  had 
both  leaned  back  in  their  opposite  comers 
and  devoted  themselves,  after  a  few  common- 
place remarks,  to  the  observance  of  a  most 
frigid  silence.  An  exhibition  of  trappism  on 
the  part  of  travellers,  and  the  adoption  for  ever 
so  short  a  time  of  the  distinguishing  charac- 
teristic of  that  most  unsocial  community,  always 
renders  probable  the  continuation  of  the  practice 
to  the  end  pf  the  journey ;  for,  sinking  through 
a  certain  depth  of  silence,  conversation  is  sure 
to  become  fixed,  and  not  a  word  thenceforward 
bubbles  to  the  surface.  There  was  a  restlessness 
about  one  of  the  two  companions,  which  showed 
that  he  at  all  events  did  not  relish  this  taciturn 
system;  when  luckily  to  prevent  its  further 
encroachment  on  his  happiness,  the  caravan 
stopped,  and  the  driver,  bending  down  from  his 
seat  to  address  them  through  the  window, 
informed  them  that  the  coach  would  stop  some 
minutes,  to  give  them  an  opportunity  of  seeing 
*i  the  fall." 

The  waterfall  was  the  legendary  one  of  Poul- 
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a-fouka,  and  our  travellers  descended  together 
to  view  it.  Passing  over  a  stile  and  treading 
the  pathway  beaten  through  the  grass  for  a  few 
paces,  they  stood  and  watched,  while  the  water 
glided  silently  forward,  and  how  steadying  itself 
into  a  solemn  pause  close  under  their  feet,  it 
burst  away  all  at  once,  leaping  madly  down  the 
dizzy  precipice  into  dark,  foaming  chasms. 
They  had  read  (as  every  one  has)  in  legends  of 
the  country,  of  the  wild  horse  with  .its  frighted 
rider,  and  the  bound  of  the  river  seemed  to 
them  not  unlike  a  leap  in  a  terror-^iream :  away, 
away — down,  down — until  it  was  dashed  start- 
lingly  against  the  hard  rocks  below.  Selecting 
points  of  view,  expressing  their  admiration  and 
recalling  such  things  as  they  thought  worthy  of 
mutual  narration,  our  travellers  returned  to  their 
places  in  the  caravan,  much  better  acquaintances 
and  much  more  disposed  to  assist  one  another 
in  whiling  away  the  time,  for  a  heavy  length  of 
road  lay  yet  before  them. 

If  one  were  to  judge  from  the  contrast  iji 
their  appearance,  they  must  have  had  stories  of 


Digitized  by  Google 


AMY  PAUL. 


5 


a  widely  different  experience.  One  was  small, 
quick  in  his  step  and  tone  of  voice,  with 
rounded  shoulders  that  almost  approached  to  a 
malformation,  but  with  a  countenance  that  was 
very  firank  and  open  and  pleasing  from  its  kind- 
liness to  look  upon.  He  possessed  a  smile  of 
much  good-nature  and  softness,  that  was  well  set 
off  by  the  ffrey  hairs  which  crowned  his  brow. 
The  other  was  tall,  with  a  military  bearing  and  a 
black  hardness  about  his  face  that,  joined  to  an 
unshrinking  boldness  of  look,  gave  him  an  air 
of  audacity  at  times  from  which  one  would  turn 
with  feelings  very  dose  to  aversion.  It  would 
scarcely  have  been  expected,  but  when  he  spoke, 
his  voice  had  a  mellow,  soft  sound. 

"  I  do  not  know,"  he  said,  when  they  were 
once  more  in  motion,  "  whether  I  am  deceived 
or  not  in  my  recollection,  my  memory  has  to 
bear  me  back  some  years,  but  I  believe  I  address 
Mr.  Elt  of  London." 

"  London,  Sir,"  replied  his  companion,  "  is  a 
large  place,  and  '  of  London '  would  be  far  too 
ambitious  a  title  for  me,  however  coveted  by 
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some.  Your  recollection,  Sir,  has  not  deceived 
you.  My  name  is  Jeremy  Elt,  and  I  am, 
formerly  of  London." 

"  It  is  many  years  since  I  had  the  pleasure  of 
meeting  you,"  said  he,  who  had  spoken  first, 
"  arid  no  doubt  1  have  passed  altogether  from 
your  remembrance.  My  name  is  Simon  Burge, 
I  at  present  reside  in  the  city  which  we  have 
just  left  behind  us." 

Trappism  was  evidently  not  Mr.  Elt's  forte. 
It  was  easy  to  see  that  he  was  already  bristling 
with  points  of  speech. 

"  And,  I  suppose,  like  myself,"  he  inquired, 
"  you  are  not  a  native  of  these  parts  ?" 

"  No,  like  you,  I  am  an  Englishman.'*  was  the 
reply  ;  "and  like  you  also,  I  am  cockney-born." 

"  Do  you  travel  far  this  way  ?"  inquired  Mr. 
Elt. 

"  Between  forty  and  .fifty  miles,  I  believe," 
rejoined  Simon  Burge.  "To  a  town,  indeed, 
that  I  have  never  seen,  and  of  which  I  hardly 
know  the  name:  Kil — something.  There  is 
always  Kil  in  an  Irish  name." 
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"  Kilblank,"  suggested  Mr.  Elt;  to  which  the 
other  nodded  assent. 

"It  is  my  destination,  too,"  continued  Mr. 
Elt ;  "  at  least,  close  to  it.  You  last  saw  me, 
you  say,  in  London,  and  you  will  be  somewhat 
surprised  to  hear  that  I  at  present  reside  not  far 
from  the  town  you  have  named;  at  a  village 
called  Lisnadill." 

**Here — in  Ireland?"  interrogated  his  com- 
panion, with  some  surprise. 

"Here,  and  in  Ireland,  of  course,"  rejoined 
Mr.  Elt  "  Is  it  not  a  great  change  for  one 
like  me,  accustomed  to  London  streets  so  long, 
and  to  London  ways." 

"  A  most  marvellous  change,"  responded 
Mr.  Burge.  "  From  the  dust,  and  bustle,  and 
hurried  occupations  of  the  greatest  of  all  cities, 
to  such  a  quiet,  out-of-the-way  place  as  this 
village  of  Lisnadill  must  be.  It  is  remote 
and  uninterrupted  enough  for  the  enjoyment  of 
all  rural  felicity.  But,  truly,  do  you  ever  find  it 
very  stupid?" 

"  I  am  not  more  than  eight  months  a  resident 
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at  Lisnadill,"  replied  Mr.  Elt.  "  I  have  taken 
my  present  house  on  a  lease  for  three  years, 
and  I  hope  and  have  some  expectation  that 
I  shall  not  find  it  stupid.  I  have  employment 
in  agricultural  and  horticultural  pursuits  for 
seasonable  weather,  as  I  have  three  acres  and 
two  roods  of  land  attached  to  my  house.  I  can 
assure  you,  there  is  great  pleasure  in  such  occu- 
pation. My  ears  were  old  enough  to  wish  for 
something  more  agreeable  than  the  noise  of  our 
great  city ;  and  such  cheerful,  happy  sounds  as 
do  ring  in  my  ears  instead.  Then,  there  are 
the  wide  meadows,  stretching  away  in  green,  that 
the  sight  rests  upon  so  gratefully,  and  the  sky 
bright  and  undimmed  with  that  eternal  smoke." 

"  Still,"  urged  his  companion,  "  must  you 
not  wish  at  times  for  the  company  of  your 
fellow-men  ?" 

"  I  have  friends.  Sir,"  returned  Mr.  Elt,  with 
the  vividness  of  feeling  in  his  voice ;  "  very 
dear  friends,  who  live  near  me ;  and  I  have  not 
separated  myself  altogether  from  my  fellow- 
men.    I  have  a  taste  for  mechanics,  Sir;  in 
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that  I  have  a  tie,  belieying  that  I  will  yet 
turn  it  to  some  advantage.  Then,  Sir,  I  have 
my  library.  When  I  walk  out  at  all  times 
and  at  all  hours,  whatever  falls  upon  my  ear 
or  eye,  with  what  I  may  call  Nature's  rhythm, 
I  go  back  and  find  it  all  told  me  in  the  choicest 
language  by  great  men,  who,  in  their  own  way, 
you  see,  are  also  to  be  numbered  as  my 
fnends." 

"  I  am  glad,"  said  Mr.  Burge,  "  that  you 
like  your  change  so  well,  and  can  deal  with  it 
with  such  hearty  fervoiu:.  Stili,  I  confess,  it 
seems  to  me  a  great  change  from  London  to 
LisnadiU." 

"  Doubtless,  it  is  strange,"  rejoined  Mr.  Elt ; 
"but  the  circumstances  which  induced  it  are 
equally  so." 

Mr.  Elt,  as  he  said  this,  fixed  himself  in  a 
position  so  easy  and  so  adapted  for  narration,  that 
it  would  have  been  hard-hearted  not  to  have 
encouraged  him  to  proceed.  Mr.  Burge  may 
have  been  unwilling  to  incur  such  an  imputa- 
tion, or  he  may  have  had  some  general  curiosity 
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or  particular  purpose  of  his  own ;  but,  at  all 
events,  he  said  it  would  serve  to  lessen  the 
tedium  of  the  way,  if  Mr.  Elt  would  tell  how 
it  had  all  come  to  pass.  There  would  be  time 
sufficient  afterwards,  to  recall  the  circumstances 
under  which  they  had  previously  met. 

"  Knowing  me,"  began  Mr.  Elt,  "  you,  of 
course,  must  have  known  the  old  street  near 
Golden  Square,  in  which  I  carried  on  business. 
Many  make  fortunes  by  amusing  the  full-grown 
children  of  our  race.  I  made  my  small  com- 
petency by  manufacturing  playthings  for  little 
men  and  women.  You  recollect  the  old  ware- 
house ?   It  was  a  queer  spot  ?" 

His  hearer  assented  to  Loth  questions,  and 
Mr.  Elt  continued : 

"I  do  not  know  whether  you  were  suffi- 
ciently well  acquainted  with  the  neighbour- 
hood to  have  remarked,  or  to  recall  now  the 
house  or  person  of  old  Samuel  Weld?  He 
kept  a  book-shop,  some  few  doors  above 
mine." 

The  other  answered,  but  only  when  Mr.  Elt 
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paused,  by  confessing  his  want  .of  both  recol- 
lection and  knowledge ;  yet  a  close  observer 
might  have  seen  that  the  sound  of  the  name 
brought  memory,  like  some  visible  power,  into 
every  lineament  of  his  face. 

"  Samuel  Weld,"  resumed  Mr.  Elt,  "  had 
only  one  child — a  daughter.  She  was  con- 
sidered very  handsome,  and  in  my  opinion'* 
— ^this  was  said  with  the  emphasis  of  one  com- 
petent to  judge — "  she  was.  There  was  a  young 
man — he  was  from  this  country — called  Edward 
Paul,  who  used  to  come  frequently  to  her 
father's  shop  ;  for  he  was  a  lover  of  books ;  and 
old  Weld  was  delighted  to  meet  with  one  who 
could  appreciate  the  rare  volumes  he  had  so 
zealously  collected.  Somehow,  Edward  Paul 
got  introduced  to  Barbara  Weld;  fell  in  love 
with  her  with  all  his  heart,  and  persuaded  her 
to  go  with  him  one  morning  to  church,  and 
come  away  again  his  wife. 

"  This,  Sir,"  continued  Mr.  Elt,  "  was  all 
very  well ;  and  seeing  that  they  were  both  hand- 
some, and  both  young  and  thoughtless,  not 
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altogether  unnatural.  Mr.  Weld,  when  he  heard 
Edward  Paul's  explanation  of  his  prospects  and 
hopes,  did  not  prove  very  inexorable.  He  was 
easily  induced  to  forgive.  It  was  a  different 
thing  with  Mr.  Paul's  friends  in  this  country. 
They,  it  seemed,  were  people  very  high  up  in 
society,  and  were  very  indignant  at  the  idea 
of  an  alliance  with  an  old  bookseller,  who  was 
not  even  wealthy.  Young  Paul  was  altogether 
dependent  on  the  bounty  of  his  friends.  He 
had  great  hopes;  he  married  on  great  hopes; 
but  as  he  could  not  live  on  great  hopes,  he  was 
obliged,  much  against  his  will,  to  be  a  suppliant 
to  his  proud  relations.  Have  you  ever  con- 
sidered, Sir,  how  many  people  pride  slays  ?" 

Mr.  Burge,  to  whom  the  question  was 
suddenly  addressed,  owned  that  he  never  had. 

"Ah,  Sir,"  resumed  Mr.  Elt,  "in  all  its 
forms,  one  way  and  another,  pride  kills  not 
a  few ;  and  perhaps  no  form  is  more  fatal  than 
that  of  which  I  speak — ^family  pride.  It  killed 
Edward  Paul,  did  this  arrogant,  self-complacent 
pride.    He  had  his  own  share  of  pride  and 
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he  soon  ceased  to  be  a  suppliant,  and  looked 
upon  the  way  that  lay  before  him — the  rough, 
rugged  path  of  life,  as  one  who  well  knew 
all  the  difficulties  that  awaited  him,  but  who 
was  determined  to  cope  manfully  with  them. 
And  he  did.  He  raised  up  for  himself  a 
cheerful,  pleasant  home,  where  he  dearly  loved 
to  spend  all  his  leisure  moments  with  his  wife 
and  his  two  young  children.  He  laboured, 
however,  too  severely  to  gain  the  object  that 
he  so  much  desired.  He  awakened  the  seeds 
of  a  malady  which  proved  fatal  to  him.  I  do 
not  know  whether  the  pride  of  his  family  failed 
before  the  intelligence  of  his  early  death;  but 
no  notice,  none  whatever,  was  taken  of  it 
when  it  occurred  nor  after.  He  died,  leaving 
his  wife  with  her  young  family  totally  im- 
provided  for,  had  it  not  been  for  her  father. 
Samuel  Weld  took  them  all  home  to  live  with 
him.  Do  you  believe  in  the  existence  of  such 
a  thing  as  sympathy  of  hearts 

"  I  fear,"  replied  his  hearer,  smiling  at  the 
sudden  manner  in  which  the  question  was 


Digitized  by  Google 


14 


AMY  PAUL. 


propounded ;  "  that  I  must  acknowledge  myself 
an  infidel  therein.  Even  in  sound,  it  is  too 
romantic  for  my  worldly  unbeKef." 

"  I,"  said  Mr.  Elt  with  a  quiet  simplicity 
of  manner,  "  believe  in  its  existence,  for  I  have 
seen  it  exemplified;  nor  is  romance  the  least 
real  part  of  our  life  and  nature.  Edward  Paul's 
wife  died  from  such  sympathy,  and  from  no 
other  cause.  She  drooped  from  the  hour  of  his 
death.  The  chill  fi-om  his  lips  must  have 
reached  her  heart,  for  not  even  her  love  for 
her  children  was  strong  enough  to  persuade 
her  to  remain.  In  a  very  short  time  she 
followed  her  husband;  and  then  the  children 
were  left  alone  under  their  grandfather's 
care." 

The  caravan  stopping  at  a  farm-house  on 
the  way-side  for  the  piupose  of  changing  hoi-ses, 
and  as  their  experience  of  a  similar  proceeding 
at  a  former  stage  warned  them  that  it  was  one 
of  considerable  noise  and  much  delay,  Mr.  Elt 
proposed  to  his  companion  that  they  should 
walk  on  and  stretch  their  cramped  limbs.  They 
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followed  this  suggestion,  and  it  was  when  they 
had  resumed  their  seats  that  Mr.  £lt  proceeded 
with  his  narrative. 

"I  watched  the  children  growing  up  under 
their  grandfather's  care,  and  it  was  pleasant  to 
see  the  amount  of  love  and  tender  nurture  that 
he  bestowed  upon  them.  The  death  of  his 
daughter  wrought  a  great  change  in  Samuel 
Weld.  He  became  dose  and  saving;  almost 
and  in  all  respects,  except  in  regard  to  his 
grandchildren,  a  complete  miser.  I  could  see — 
knowing  the  old  man  well — that  this  change 
was  part  and  parcel  of  his  love  for  them.  It 
was  prompted  by  his  aflfection,  which  made 
him  fear  that  if  he  did  not  provide  for  them, 
they  might  suflfer  from  want.  Either  his  love 
or  his  fear  was  prophetic,  for  he  did  die  leaving 
them  almost  destitute.  You  see  how  death 
marks  every  step  of  my  progress,  but  death 
came  to  old  Samuel  Weld,  untimely  and 
unnaturally.  Poor  old  man  1  he  was,  I  believe, 
basely  murdered." 

"  Murdered !"   exclaimed  Mr.  Burge ;  and 
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his  face  changed  as  if  imagination  slowly 
conjured  up  all  that  the  word  implied. 

"Well  do  I  recollect/'  continued  Mr.  Elt, 
"the  night  of  his  death.  The  night  was 
darkened  with  clouds  above,  and  a  dense  fog 
in  the  streets,  which  you  may  suppose  was  not 
lighter  in  our  street  than  elsewhere.  A 
neighbour  came  breathlessly  to  tell  me  that 
something  had  happened  to  Mr.  Weld.  I 
at  once  accompanied  him.  By  the  back  ^ 
entrance,  we  got  into  the  shop  which  was 
ah-eady  closed.  Not  easily  shall  I  forget  the 
sight  that  met  my  eyes.  The  old  man  was 
there,  indeed,  with  his  two  grandchildren ; 
but  he  lay  senseless  upon  the  floor,  the  blood 
trickling  from  a  wound  in  his  forehead,  and 
paintmg  with  its  sickening  hue  his  cold  face. 
Barbara,  his  eldest  grandchild,  stood  motionless 
before  him,  with  clasped  hands  and  frightened 
face;  while  Amy  was  lying  cowering,  almost 
lifeless,  upon  his  breast,  her  hands  and  clothing 
stained  with  his  blood." 

"  And  what  came  of  it  ?"  asked  his  hearer, 
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with  a  voice  lowered  to  a  tone  which  showed 
the  interest  he  felt. 

"  Stained  with  his  blood,"  repeated  Mr.  Elt, 
pausing  to  commune  with  his  own  thoughts. 
"  I  cannot  tell  how  that  hot  life-blood  found 
out  her  heart  and  brain,  to  affect  them  as  it 
did.  She  was  young,  almost  an  infant ;  not 
more  than  four  years  of  age."  Agaui  Mr. 
Elt  seemed  to  dwell  on  some  image  present 
to  his  mind,  but  soon  rousing  himself  from  his 
reverie,  resumed :  "  What  came  of  it  ?  you 
ask  me.  Why  there  was  a  coroner's  inquest ; 
a  jury  impannelled,  and  all  the  witnesses 
examined  whom  they  could  lay  hands  on,  but 
nothing  came  of  it.  There  was  no  mark  of 
any  robbery  having  been  committed;  nothing 
was  broken  open,  nor  anything  carried  off. 
They  said  it  was  too  purposeless  for  a  murder, 
so  they  returned  a  verdict  of  "  found  dead ;"  and 
the  next  day  the  whole  affair  was  forgotten, 
swept  away  into  that  sea  of  oblivion — ^the  past. 
I  had  my  own  suspicions,  but  I  could  never 
get  more  than  suspicions  made  of  them,  and 
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in  that  shape  they  were  worse  than  useless. 
The  children  could  give  no  account  of  it.  It 
was  thought  that  the  younger,  Amy,  might 
have  done  so,  but  the  slightest  approach  to 
the  subject  scared  all  her  poor  wits  away/' 

"  And  what  became  of  the  children  ?"  asked 
Simon  Burge. 

"  Why,"  said  Mr.  Elt,  with  the  simple  man- 
ner of  one  narrating  matters  of  course,  "  I  found 
it  necessary  to  take  charge  of  them  myself. 
They  were  utterly  unfriended  and  deserted.  I 
wrote  letters,  representing  the  whole  affair,  to 
their  friends  in  this  country.  To  some  of  my 
applications  I  received  no  answer  whatever,  and 
to  others  a  mere  profession  of  ignorance.  Some 
of  their  father's  relations  were  great  people,  and 
I  think  it  is  hard  in  these  matters  to  soften  the 
hearts  of  your  great  folk,  for  pride  is  an  unre- 
penting  sin.  I  became  administrator  to  Mr. 
Weld,  and  managed  to  save  a  little  from  his  pro- 
perty. Besides,  from  the  time  the  children  came 
to  live  with  me — and  the  cost  of  their  main- 
tenance was  but  small — my  business  prospered. 
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snd  continued  every  day  to  prosper.  Providence 
in  its  care  and  kindness,  blessed  my  efforts." 

It  would  not  be  easy  to  explain  the  shadowed 
look  and  bitter  smile,  with  which  in  quick  success 
sion  his  hearer  received  these  last  words.  They 
may  have  denoted  scepticism  or  a  contrary  ex- 
perience. Nevertheless,  Jeremy  Elt,  happy  in 
the  very  inference,  may  have  been  right.  Surely 
Heaven  loves  charity,  for  it  is  the  chief  virtue 
born  of  its  own  strength  and  man's  weak- 
ness. 

"Ah,  Sir,"  continued  Mr.  Elt,  "they  were 
two  lovely  children.  When  they  came  to  me, 
Barbara  was  about  seven  years  of  age,  and 
Amy  foiu".  I  grew  to  love  them  deariy,  and 
they,  I  believe,  nay,  I  know,  they  loved  me  with 
a  love  second  only  to  that  which  they  bore  each 
other.  The  clasping  fondness  which  Barbara 
ever  showed  towards  her  young  sister,  was 
beautiful.  She  was  a  wise  little  woman  from  the 
very  first,  and,  as  if  it  were  right  and  necessary, 
became  a  mother  to  Amy." 

"And  do  they  still  reside  with  you?"  in- 
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quired  Mr.  Burge,  interrupting  Mr.  Elt,  for  his 
narrative,  while  he  dwelt  upon  these  matters, 
seemed  likely  to  be  converted  into  a  fond 
soliloquy. 

"They  lived  with  me,"  he  answered,  "for 
six  years — six  years  the  happiest  of  the  many 
years  of  my  life.  About  the  end  of  that  period, 
a  gentleman  called  upon  me,  who  turned  out 
to  be  a  solicitor  and  agent  for  an  unde  of  the 
children,  who  lived  abroad." 

"  An  uncle,"  repeated  his  hearer,  with  some 
surprise. 

"Just  so,"  said  Mr.  Elt.    "One  Stephen 
Paul." 

"  Stephen  Paul !"  was  again  the  .  surprised 
interruption. 

"Do  you  know  him?"  asked  Mr.  Elt. 

"  I  believe  I  have  met  him,  or  a  person  of 
the  same  name  abroad,"  replied  Simon  Burge, 
after  a  momentary  pause.    "  But  pray  proceed."^ 

"  The  gentieman  had  instructions  to  seek  out 
the  children,"  resumed  Mr.  Elt,  "  and  to  pro- 
vide them  with  everything  they  required.  He 
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had  instructions  also  to  send  them  to  a  board- 
ing-school, and  selected  one  of  the  very  highest 
character.  I  was  much  grieved  to  lose  my 
children,  for  I  had  begun  to  consid^  them  such ; 
but  it  was  not  for  me  to  stand  in  the  way  of 
their  good  fortune.  Their  unde,  I  was  told, 
was  very  rich,  and  at  all  events  the  children 
were  removed  to  one  of  the  best  schools,  and 
kindly  and  carefully  treated-  They  did  not 
forget  their  love  for  one  another,  nor  yet  (God 
bless  them !)  their  love  for  poor  old  Jeremy  Elt, 
who  many  and  many  a  time  journeyed  out  for 
the  pleasure  and  comfort  of  looking  upon  them. 
And  if  they  grew  in  love,  they  grew  also  in 
beauty.  I  had  every  reason  to  be  proud  of  my 
children.*' 

And  th&r  uncle  had  reason  to  be  grateful 
to  you  for  your  care  and  kindness,"  said  Mr. 
Burge.  **But  how  after  all  did  you  become 
iixed  in  Irdand  ?" 

"  My  care  and  kindness  amply  repaid  them- 
-selves,*'  said  Mr.  Elt,  with  a  dash  of  pride  in 
iris  tone.    "  *  Measure  for  measure,'  is  not  the 
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drama  love  ever  plays.  But,  Sir,  word  came 
at  last,  that  their  unde  had  returned  from 
abroad.  He  had  seleeted  the  place  to  which 
we  now  journey,  lisnadill^  far  his  residence. 
He  was  tired,  doubtless,  of  the  world,  for  a 
quieter  place  he  could  not  have  diosen.  It  i& 
out  of  the  way,  perhaps,  but  it  is  healthfully  and 
pleasantly  situated.  His  two  nieces  shortly 
afiber  he  was  settled,  came  to  reside  with  him. 
About  twelve  months  ago  I  gave  up  business^ 
and  looking  about  for  a  place  to  settle  down,  I 
yielded  to  my  own  inclination  and  their  per- 
suasion, and  made  choice  of  Lisnadill.  From 
London  to  Lisnadill  i$  a  long  change,  and  a 
strange  one,  as  I  said  before,  but  such  are  the 
circumstances  which  brought  it  about.'' 

As  Mr.  Surge  seemed  curious  to  know  more 
of  Stephen  Paul,  and  had  many  questions  to 
ask  for  that  purpose,  Mr.  Elt  (xxce  more 
resumed.  He  said  that  Mr.  I^ul  appeared  a 
quiet,  kind-hearted  man,  gentle  in  his  manner^ 
and  anxious  to  assist  those  around  him.  Hi& 
residence  abroad,  or  his  ill-health^  for  he  was 
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not  very  strong,  made  him  appear  older  than 
his  years  would  warrant.  Above  all,  however, 
Mr.  Elt  said,  he  seemed  very  much  attached  to 
his  nieces,  anticipating  aud  gratifying  all  their 
wishes.  The  place  where  they  lived,  did  not 
afford  much  opportunity  for  social  amusements, 
but  they  had  all  other  things  they  oould  desire, 
and  had  grown  up  with  increased  beauty  and 
strength,  nurtured  by  the  pure  mountain  air  in 
which  they  lived. 

Another  interruption  ensued,  in  consequence 
of  another  change  of  horses.  Mr.  Elt's  ideas 
were  thereupon  diverted,  and  he  remembered 
his  luncheon.  His  companion  refusing  the  share 
offered  to  him,  leaned  back  and  either  slept  or 
remained  silent  until  they  reached  their  destina- 
tion. He  forgot  to  tell  Mr.  Elt,  as  he  had 
promised  to  do,  the  circumstances  under  which 
they  had  once  before  met,  and  which  had 
induced  his  present  recognition.  When  they 
alighted  in  the  straggling  town  of  Kilblank, 
and  were  about  to  take  leave  of  each  other,  he 
said,  that  it  was  probable  he  would  be  detained 
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in  the  neighbourhood,  and  would  find  an 
opportunity  of  seeing  Mr.  Elt  again.  With  a 
shrug  of  his  shoulders  at  the  appearance  of  the  ^ 
hotel  (so  called)  which  stood  open  to  receive 
him,  and  a  rough  reply  to  a  bare-footed  urchin 
who  offered  himself  to  carry  "his  honour's 
luggage  any  place  for  sixpence,"  he  once  more 
turned  to  bid  Mr.  Elt  adieu,  and  with  a  smile, 
thanked  him  for  having  so  pleasantly  relieved 
the  tediousness  of  the  way. 

Mr.  Elt  ordered  a  car  to  take  him  on  to  the 
village  of  Lisnadill.  After  some  delay,  it  was 
(with  no  little  flourish)  brought  out ;  after  some 
further  delay  the  horse  was  produced,  and  by 
the  help  of  sundry  hasty  repairs  (which  Mr. 
Elt,  with  a  due  foresight  to  his  own  safety 
carefully  superintended)  harnessed  for  the  road ; 
and  after  a  longer  delay,  occasioned  by.  a  neces- 
sary search,  the  "  boy,"  who  was  to  act  as 
driver,  was  discovered,  and  Mr.  Elt  on  one  side 
of  the  car,  and  his  luggage  on  the  other,  went 
off  at  a  rapid  gallop,  that  gave  hasty  promise 
of  home.    Mr.  Elt  was  never  stinted  in  his 
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gratuity,  and  the  "  boy  who  drove  his  honour," 
and  who  was  the  "  boy  that  always  drove  him," 
certainly  earned  his  allowance,  not  alone  by 
keeping  his  gaunt,  tough  steed  to  its  utmost 
speed,  but  by  carrying  Mr.  Elt  with  the  "  hoith 
of  good  luck,"  through  perils  and  past  difficul- 
ties, that  none  but  a  true  son  of  the  soil  could 
emulate,  and  where  any  other  had  most 
assuredly  and  most  unmitigatedly  foundered. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

How  Mr.  Elt  arrived  at  Lisnadill,  aod  how  he  was  re- 
ceived at  his  own  particular  mansion. 

The  village  of  lisnadill,  creeping  like  a 
timid  child  within  the  open  arms  of  the  lo% 
hills  that  closed  around  it,  nestled  there  as 
much  through  love  as  for  protection.  It  con- 
sisted of  about  forty  houses,  which  divided  into 
clusters  of  three  or  four,  congnegated  to  that 
number  wherever  it  was  imagined,  that  the 
sunshine  would  gleam  more  warmly,  or  the 
winds  be  broken  into  mildness.  There  were 
two  shops  which  furnished  the  neighbourhood 
with  everything  requisite,  at  a  per  centage  of 
profit  adjusted,  with  the  accuracy  of  practical 
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science,  to  the  indolence  of  the  villagers,  and  the 
possibility  of  a  supply  from  the  adjoining  town. 
An  hotel  reared  its  white-washed  front  loftily 
and  proudly,  conscious  of  the  dignity  of  its 
emblazoned  sign-board,  and  well  aware  of  its 
importance  whenever  it  became  the  residence  of 
some  wayfarer  whom  business  or  pleasure  stayed 
beneath  its  roof.  It  was  chiefly  supported, 
however,  by  the  coming  together  of  the  neigh- 
bourhood on  all  occasions  when  the  smallest 
excuse  or  most  shadowy  pretext  could  be  found, 
either  to  broach  some  tremendous  modicum  of 
news,  or  to  discuss  the  lamentable  accident  of  a 
sprained  wrist  or  ankle.  At  certain  seasons, 
moreover,  the  quiet  routine  of  drink  and  small 
gossip  was  broken  in  upon  by  the  arrival  of  some 
wandering  minstrel,  and  the  dance  which  was 
then  and.  there  improvised,  in  order  to  make 
the  most  of  such  a  fortunate  occurrence.  These 
scenes  of  dissipation,  it  must  be  confessed, 
were  but  few,  for  lisnadiU  was  out  of  the 
beaten  track,  and  its  mhabitants  were  of  that 
turn  of  mind  which  prefers  being  quietly  mysti- 
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fied  out  of  its  sobriety  to  any  amount  or  form 
of  noisy  roystering  whatever. 

The  house  of  Mr.  Jeremy  Elt,  standing  apart 
and  separate,  might  yet  be  considered  to  belong 
to  the  village.  It  was  prominent  amongst  the 
others,  both  by  its  appearance  of  respectability 
and  its  greater  neatness.  Though  not  long  in 
his  possession,  it  already  exhibited  signs  of  his 
care  and  love  for  order.  The  shutters  of  the 
windows,  which  looked  out  upon,  and  indeed 
overlooked  the  road,  and  which  shutters  (to 
Mr.  Elt's  annoyance)  opened  on  the  outside, 
were  kept  painted  in  the  newest  and  most  spot- 
less green.  Of  the  rose-trees  that  twined  roimd 
them,  blooming  every  month  with  fragrant 
profusion,  coaxed  by  a  southern  aspect  to  be 
liberal  of  their  sweetness;  or  of  the  woodbine 
that  hung  over  the  door  (it  was  upon  an  enclosed 
side  of  the  house,  and  a  small  green  gate  first 
gave  you  entrance),  it  was  not  possible  at  any 
time,  not  even  when  the  wind  came,  and  strove 
like  a  blustering  reveller  to  toss  them .  into 
confusion,  to  find  a  single  branch  left  trailing 
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helplessly  dragged  down  by  the  very  weight  of 
beauty  it  might  bear.  Standing  at  the  hall 
door,  and  looking  over  a  narrow  intervening 
space,  and  a  low  hedge,  you  had  a  glimpse  of 
Mr.  Elt's  garden.  You  could  see  flowers  suc- 
ceeded by  fruit-trees,  and  those  followed  by 
vegetables ;  and  in  the  distance  a  grassy  bank, 
with  quaint  y  formed  flower  knots,  interspersed 
and  set,  as  it  were,  amidst  its  fresh  green.  In 
one  remote  comer,  placed  near  a  shade  of  trees, 
listening  attentively,  you  could  hear  the  trickling 
of  some  pebbly  streamlet  on  the  other  side ;  and 
in  the  midst  of  plots  of  mignionette  and  other 
food  flowering  through  successive  seasons,  were 
five  beehives,  all  of  the  old-fashioned,  straw- 
built  kind,  about  which  the  ''busy  nations" 
thronged,  accumulating  their  stores  of  thymy, 
mountain-gathered  honey.  In  these  realms 
Mr.  Elt  pursued  and  practised  horticulture, 
adopting  every  new  theory  with  great  zeal,  if 
without  much  success.  The  fields  devoted  to 
the  broader  cast  of  agriculture  lay  beyond  the 
garden,  and  stretched  out  to  the  extent  of  some 
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three  statute  acres,  affording  ampler  scope  to 
Mr.  Elt's  untiring  efforts.  Coinciding  in  the 
doctrine  that  farming,  if  it  is  not,  ought  to  be 
a  high  science,  Liebig  had  no  more  earnest 
disciple,  and  the  errors  into  which  he  occasion* 
ally  feU,  arose  merely  from  his  inflexible 
adherence  to  the  written  page,  regardless  (as 
all  doctrine-worshippers  are)  of  the  requirements 
of  locality  or  climate.  But,  passing  from  the 
contemplation  of  his  outlying  domains,  within, 
what  a  snuggery  was  Mr.  Elt's  house !  Coziest 
of  all  its  departments  was  his  library,  with 
book-shelves  ftimished  with  not  imworthy  lore, 
and  a  warmth  and  comfort  tapestrying  its  walls. 
Lying  back  in  one  of  the  easy  chairs  of  this 
library  (which  was  also. the  drawing-room),  with 
what  soft  and  unfelt  motion  might  life  traverse 
the  cloud-lands  of  dreaming  reverie;  and  how 
insensibly  might  hour  after  hour  float  away 
while  listening  to  some  loved  voice  reading  (by 
the  light  of  evening)  such  words  as  would  bring 
the  gleam  of  pleased  thought  into  the  face,  or 
(when  the  twilight  had  died  away,  and  the 
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moon  peering  above  the  mountains  in  the  dark 
distance,  came  glancing  down  into  tiie  room) 
to  some  low  music  echoing  a  quaint  old  song, 
and  helping  it  (sweet  burglars  both)  to  steal 
into  the  soul.  In  this  same  snuggery  of  a 
library,  not  seldom  be  it  known,  did  these 
things  soothe  and  rejoice  fortunate  Mr.  Elt. 

Of  his  parlour  beyond  the  library,  where 
winter  lingered  for  warmth,  and  summer  for 
coolness;  of  the  queer  crooked  stairs  that  led 
up,  to  his  bedroom ;  of  his  kitchen,  where  his 
handmaid  (such  a  place  as  she  had)  dwelt, 
surrounded  by  so  much  brightness,  that  her 
very  face  had  come  to  wear  a  smooth,  glistening 
polish,  superseding  entirely  all  those  washes 
which  Mr.  Elt  saw  so  often  recommended,  that 
he  began  to  have  doubts  of  the  fair  sex,  and  to 
be  partly  coerced  to  believe  it  a  myth — the 
mysterious  product  of  Kalydor  and  darkness ;  of 
the  yard  with  its  model  offices  and  its  pump, 
which  he  himself  had  constructed  on  such  scien- 
tific principles,  that  it  took  two  men  to  work  it, 
and  sometimes  wouldn't  work  at  all ;  of  all 
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other  improvements  appendant  and  appurtenant 
to  this  mansion  (at  which  Mr.  Elt,  escaping  the 
hazards  of  the  road,  in  due  season  arrived),  it  is 
impossible  to  do  more  than  give  the  reader  a 
mere  idea.  His  gardener,  agriculturist,  steward, 
and  chief  assistant,  on  all  occasions  (Michael 
Trouton  he  was  named),  received  him  at  his 
gate,  bidding  him  welcome  home  after  the 
manner  of  all  prime  ministers,  which  every  one 
knows  to  be  very  modest  and  very  authoritative. 
There  was  an  honest  heartiness,  however^  in 
his  tone  of  welcome  that  excused  the  lurking 
assumption  of  masterdom,  more  especially  as 
Mr.  Trouton  proceeded  to  burden  himself  with 
all  the  luggage  on  the  car,  saving  himself  (after 
the  manner  of  his  country)  the  trouble  of  a 
second  journey  by  making  the  first  more  than 
he  was  well  able  to  go  through  with.  Mr. 
Elt  had  arrived  somewhat  sooner  in  the  day 
than  was  expected,  for  his  handmaid  (she  was 
the  wife  of  Mr.  Trouton)  was  not  visible. 

"  Where  is  Julia  ?"  asked  his  master,  upon 
Trouton  presenting  himself  in  the  library 
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to  ascertain  what  was  further  required.  He 
nearly  reached  the  ceiling  of  the  room,  and 
were  it  not  that  he  was  a  little  bent  forward 
at  the  knees,  and  otherwise  carried  himself  in 
an  ea^,  rounded,  slouching  manner,  he  would 
most  assuredly  have  touched  it  He  was  a 
giant  spoiled  in  the  details. 

"  She's  not  to  the  Yore  at  present,  Sir,"  he 
answered.  She's  been  down  for  the  last 
four  daysv" 

"  Down,"  said  Mr.  E\t;  " down  where?" 

"Down  with  the  ould  complaint,"  replied 
.her  husband.  "The  doctor  sent  her  a  bottle 
from  the  Dispensary  that  did  her  a  power  of 
good,  but  she's  mighty  weak  stilL" 

"  Ah,"  said  Mr.  Elt,  without  any  complaint 
of  the  inconvenience  to  which  he  might  be 
put  by  her  continued  illness,  "we  must  see 
and  get  her  on  her  feet  again." 

Mr.  Elt  was  a  physician  in  an  amateur  way, 
placing  great  faith  in  simple  remedies,  and 
curious  concerning  every  new  practice.  The 
entire  viQage  knew  the  nature  of  Mrs.  Trou- 
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ton's  complaiDts;  even  her  husband  was  well 
aware  that  she  was  not  down"  without  suffi- 
cient reason.  But  as  she  was  really  in  all 
other  respects  a  good  servant,  and  as  Mr.  Elt 
finnly  believed  in  her  ailments,  and  took  to 
himself  no  small  credit  for  the  cures  (amount- 
ing almost  to  miracles)  which  he  performed, 
none,  not  even  Juliana's  husband  (Mr.  Elt, 
boggling  at  her  name,  had  contracted  it  for 
his  own  use  to  Julia)  cared  to  undeceive  him. 

Looking  round  him,  he  perceived  unmistake- 
able  signs  of  her  absence ;  for  Mr.  Trouton  was 
by  no  means  a  sharer  in  the  trained  neatness, 
or  particularity  of  his  wife.  The  dust  lay  thick 
upon  the  books  around,  and  stood  half  an  inch 
deep  upon  tiie  table. 

"You  see.  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Trouton,  observing 
upon  what  his  employer's  eyes  were  fixed,  "  the 
wind  has  been  carrying  the  dust  in.  Bad  man- 
ners to  the  unlucky  vagabone  that  broke  the 
window !" 

Mr.  Elt  turning  where  his  attention  was 
directed,  saw  to  his  horror,  not  that  a  pane 
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was  broken,  but  that  a  curious  compound  of 
apron  and  dusting*cloth  was  carefully  inserted 
in  the  broken  glass.  He  pulled  it  out  at  once, 
looking,  as  he  removed  it,  with  reproachfiil 
sternness  at  Mr.  Trouton. 

"Bedad,  Sir,"  said  his  servitor,  innocent  of 
the  cause  of  his  indignation,  "the  panes  have 
been  broke  for  these  two  days,  and  I  sent  word 
to  the  glazier  twice  in  the  town  above.  But 
they  tould  me  he  couldn't  come,  in  conse- 
quence of  a  drop  of  dhrink  too  much  that 
had  befallen  him,  at  a  burial  of  a  cousin  of  his 
own."  (The  excuse  was  not  mentioned  with- 
out a  wince,  perhaps  of  conscience.)  "The 
bits  of  clothes  didn't  let  the  light  in  to  be 
sure.  Sir ;  but  thin  they  kept  the  dust  an'  wind 
out." 

True  philosophy  this  of  Mr.  Trouton's. 
Many  a  thing  that  is  objectionable,  is  stiU 
better  retained  than  thrown  away.  The  wis- 
dom of  the  observation  seemed  bst  upon  his 
master,  and  his  indignation  might,  notwith- 
standing, have  found  utterance,  but  that  a 
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quick  knock  at  the  outer  door  called  away 
the  delinquent.  Another  moment,  and  a  slight 
figure  (like  a  vision  of  brightness)  had  crossed 
the  room,  and  a  glad,  delighted  voice,  flutter- 
ing from  haste,  had  exclaimed,  "  Dear  Father 
Jeremy !"  and  a  rosy  mouth  had  stooped  down 
and  kissed  his  rough  old  cheek.  After  that, 
how  could  Mr.  Elt  be  cross,  or  remember  that 
he  ever  had  cause  to  be  cross  in  all  his  life  ? 

And  another  figure,  somewhat  more  staid  in 
its  motion,  had  entered  and  crossed  the  room  ; 
and  another  voice,  less  fluttering,  but  just  as 
delighted,  welcomed  with  sweet,  quiet  earnest- 
ness, "Dear  Mr.  Elt!"  and  another  mouth, 
rosy  too,  bent  down  and  kissed  his  rough  old 
cheek;  and  Mr.  Elt,  far  from  being  cross, 
looked  as  happy  and  as  delighted  as  ever 
honest  face  looked  in  this  wide  world. 

He  held  a  hand  of  each  of  his  visitors  in 
each  of  his,  and  looked  up  (you  know  he  was 
a  very  little  fellow),  now  into  a  face  of  bright, 
beaming  loveliness,  and  now  into  one  where 
thought  made  you  pause  for  a  moment  to  un- 
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derstand  thoroughly  how  beautiful  it  was ;  and 
he  gazed  with  such  fondness,  and  love,  and 
pride  withal  (for  was  he  not  "Dear  Father 
Jeremy/*  and  "  Dear  Mr.  Elt  ?"),  that  you  could 
hardly  imagine  how  so  much  of  them  could 
brighten  on  his  face,  or  shine  in  his  queer, 
twinkling  eyes  (for  being  short-sighted  he  half 
closed  them  when  he  looked  intently).  The 
heart  of  Mr.  Elt,  however,  was  a  deep  well, 
full  of  waters  so  pure  and  strong,  that  they 
would  have  sprung  up  freshly  and  visibly 
through  the  most  weather-beaten  and  time- 
hardened  of  surfaces. 

"  Ah,  see,"  cried  Amy  Paul,  the  younger  of 
his  visitors,  "  see  Barbara,  how  tardy  she  is ! 
You  cannot  think.  Father  Jeremy,  what  a  sober 
laggard  she  is.  I  would  have  been  here  long 
ago,  but  that  I  waited  for  her,  through  pity." 

*'And  your  uncle,  is  he  well?"  inquired 
Mr.  Elt,  answering  Amy,  at  the  same  time, 
with  a  smile. 

"  I  have  been  mistress  of  Castle  Elt  all  day. 
Father  Jeremy,"  cried  Amy.    "  Go  into  the 
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parlour,  and  see  how  Mr.  Trouton  and  I  have 
prepared  your  tea.  When  I  heard  that  Mrs. 
Trouton  was  unwell,  I  came  down  and  usurped 
her  place,  which  I  did  in  every  possible  way, 
except.  Father  Jeremy,  that  I  did  not — ^indeed 
I  did  not — tamper  with  the  heart  of  your  man, 
Friday." 

"  And  in  answer  to  your  question,"  said 
Barbara  Paul,  "which  Amy  has  overlooked, 
my  unde  is  so  well  that  he  accepted  Amy's 
invitation  to  take  tea  here  this  evening.  And 
I,  also,  felt  it  necessary  to  obey  the  command 
of  the  mistress  of  Castle  Elt." 

"  May  Amy's  commands,  always  as  impe- 
rious, lead  always  to  such  welcome  results," 
returned  Mr.  Elt.  "  But  there  is  one  wanting 
still.  Where  have  you  put  my  friend,  Reu- 
ben?" 

"Reuben  rebelled,"  said  Amy.    "He  was 
discontented  and  morose  for  a  long  period,  and 
then,  to  my  great  relief,  turned  out  in  open 
rebellion.     He  and  Barbara  quarrelled  three 
s  to-day,  and  the  third  dispute  was  beyond 
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my  powers  of  mediation.  Ah,  Father  Jeremy, 
you  must  read  a  lecture  to  them  both,  out  of 
the  solemn  pages  of  '  Lalla  Rookh !'  Success 
has  made  Reuben  over  confident,  and  invete- 
rately  impudent." 

"  Success  queried  Mr.  Elt,  turning  to 
Barbara. 

Talk  of  sunsets  flushing  along  the  sky,  of 
calm  seas  reddening  that  they  yield  so  quietly 
to  the  sun's  caressing  gleam,  of  tinted  peaks — 
or  come  down  to  what  Mr.  Elt,  in  his  own 
humble  way,  might  see  any  day  of  his  life, 
and  talk,  if  you  will,  of  leaf  after  leaf  unfolding 
its  hue,  until  the  very  sweetness  of  rosy  bright- 
ness is  displayed  on  the  opened  bosom  of  the 
summer  flower;  of  that  you  may  talk,  for  it 
approaches  nearest  to  the  coloiu*  that  Amy's 
words  wakened  on  Barbara  Paul's  cheek :  gra- 
dually, until  a  deep  blush  showed  how  much 
she  felt  for  Reuben's  success;  because,  no 
doubt,  it  involved  her  own  defeat.  Even 
Father  Jeremy,  old  bachelor  as  he  was,  saw 
and  read  it  all,  so  that  he  was  moved  to  rise 
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up  and  kiss  her  brow.  This  was  a  congratu- 
latory action,  and  originated  in  some  concision 
of  ideas,  for  he  evidently  conceived  that  Bar- 
bara was  the  victor;  and,  indeed,  the  battle 
was  of  that  description  wherein  the  conqueror 
is  always  slain.  Though  rumours,  and  duly 
confirmed  intelligence  of  the  war  had  often 
reached  Mr.  Elt's  ear,  he  perceived  that  the 
decisive  day  had  been  fought  during  his  ab- 
sence. 

Barbara  told  him,  that  Reuben  would  have 
been  the  first  (she  was  sure)  to  have  waited  on 
him,  but  that  business  of  Mr.  Paul's  had  obliged 
him  to  be  absent.  He  had  promised,  however, 
to  be  with  them  during  the  evening. 

Amy  knew  that  Father  Jeremy  (she  always 
called  him  so)  was  dying  for  his  tea,  and  for 
something  to  eat;  and  therefore  without  per- 
mitting him  to  wait  for  her  imcle,  she  hurried 
him  into  the  parlour.  Mrs.  Trouton  was 
waiting  there  to  receive  her  master ;  and  far 
from  appearing  to  have  risen  from  a  sick  bed, 
rather  seemed  as  if  she  hadn't  been  plagued  with 
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a  day's  illness  during  the  course  of  her  natural 
Kfe.  If  her  florid  healthiness  (for  she  was  a 
little  red  in  the  face)  was  attributable  to  the 
bottle  from  the  dispensary  (and  all  doubt  on 
the  subject  ought  to  have  been  cleared  up), 
the  healing  powers  that  bottle  displayed  ren-' 
dered  it  a  medicinal  treasure,  not  approached  in 
the  advertising  columns  of  newspapers,  nor  yet 
in  those  sly  paragraphs,  wherein  editors  make 
known  to  their  readers  the  vast  quantities  and 
varieties  of  nostrums,  whose  virtues  it  is  their 
happy  lot  to  make  test  of:  Mrs.  Trouton  was 
as  healthy  as  any  one  amongst  them,  and  more 
could  scarcely  be  said. 

Before  Mr.  Elt's  repast,  and  his  praises  of 
Amy's  skilful  preparations  were  concluded, 
Stephen  Paul,  the  uncle  of  his  two  visitors, 
had  joined  their  circle.  Though  cordially  wel- 
corned  by  Mr.  Elt,  an  indecision  and  timidity 
of  manner  werd  apparent  even  in  his  acknow- 
ledgment. In  frame  and  aspect  he  was  far 
firom  being  robust.  This,  with  a  stooping  habit 
which  he  had  contracted,  and  with  the  greyness 
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of  his  hair,  gave  him  the  outward  semblance  of 
old  age,  which  was  belied  by  the  firmness  of  his 
grasp,  when  he  did  hold  you  by  the  hand 
(which  was  not  often),  and  by  the  keenness 
of  his  eye  when  he  did  look  at  you  (which 
was  still  more  seldom).  His  years  were  counted 
by  care  rather  than  by  time.  Such,  though 
they  are  but  mocking  years,  are  sometimes 
mistaken  (even  by  death)  for  real. 

During  the  time  they  lingered  round  the 
table,  and  while  adjourning  thence,  they  strolled 
through  Mr.  Elt's  garden,  where  pansies  and 
all  the  kindred  throng  of  bold  May-Day  re- 
vellers, strove  with  all  their  brightness  to  laugh 
into  courage  the  more  coy  and  gentle  flowers 
that  hid  their  beauty,  as  the  green  fruit  its 
promise,  in  their  leafy  cradles ;  and  while  they 
passed  through  the  fields  where  skilled  agricul- 
ture (in  many  parts  a  mystery  to  Mr.  Trouton) 
compensated  for  narrow  boundaries ;  and  when 
they  had  returned,  and  while  they  sat  together 
in  the  snuggery  of  a  library — ^in  all  his  move- 
ments, in  every  gesture,  and  even  in  the  tones 
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of  Mr.  Paul's  voice,  there  was  displayed  the 
love  he  bore  his  nieces — his  love  and  pride  for 
Barbara:  his  love,  and  deeper  love  for  Amy. 
Of  the  existence  of  such  feelings  the  knowledge 
was  to  Jeremy  Elt  most  grateful.  Jealous  as 
WHS  the  affection  he  bore  his  two  children,  and 
had  borne  them  when  they  most  needed  it, 
for  their  good  only  he  was  jealous. 

They  conversed  of  London,  whence  Mr.  Elt 
had  returned,  and  whither  Mr.  Elt  had  gone  on 
a  visit  partly  of  business  and  partly  of  pleasure. 
He  told  them  how  he  had  revisited  former 
haunts  and  scenes,  and  how  strange  they  ap- 
peared to  him,  having  others  to  contrast  with 
them.  He  told  them  of  the  school  where  they 
had  dwelt  so  long,  and  of  some  of  their  school- 
mates and  companions  of  whom  he  had  chanced 
to  hear.  He  spoke  of  the  street  in  which  they 
had  lived  together,  and  detailed  how  dim  and 
dark  it  appeared  to  him.  As  he  described  it 
in  such  terms,  a  strange  paleness  came  over 
Amy  Paul's  face,  and  she  moved  (perhaps  un- 
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consciously)  nearer  to  her  sister's  side.  The 
words  seemed  to  touch  some  indistinct  memo- 
ries, and  to  stir  them  in  their  hidden  lairs. 

Barbara,  seeing  what  she  had  perceived  at 
other  times  before,  and  which,  if  it  caught  their 
uncle's  attention,  was  sure  to  grieve  him,  has- 
tened to  change  the  subject.  "Though  bom 
in  London,"  she  said,  "  I  do  not  think,  had  I 
any  choice  in  the  matter,  I  would  select  it  for 
a  birth-place.  Bow  bells  are  not  the  sound 
that  I  would  have  to  first  ring  in  an  infant's 
ear. 

"  And  what  then,  Barbara  ?"  asked  her 
uncle. 

"  Fairy  bells,"  interposed  Amy,  with  a  re- 
newed smile.  "Those  bells  made  of  silvery 
leaves,  which  fairy  hands  are  wont  orf  clear 
moonlit  nights  to  ring." 

"  And  some  peasant,  lucky  in  his  late  wan- 
derings, to  hear,"  rejoined  Barbara.  "  But  is 
there  not  some  philosophy,  Mr.  Elt,  in  my 
wish  ?" 
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"Explain  it  then,"  replied  M.  Elt.  "Bom 
in  a  city,  I  have  a  right  to  know  how  the 
circumstance  affected  me/' 

"Surely,"  said  Barbara,  "it  explains  itself 
without  any  poor  effort  from  me.  Born  in  the 
midst  of  hot,  stifling  throngs,  segregated  by 
four  thin  walls  only ;  hoarse  jars  and  discordant 
resonances,  the  sounds  to  fall  upon  the  ex- 
pectant ear;  close,  dim  piles  of  building,  the 
only  objects  to  educate  the  wandering  vision: 
such  is  the  fate  of  your  city  baby.  Bom  amidst 
green  fields,  from  which  the  pure  air  steals 
into  your  cottage  room ;  the  sounds  and  echoes 
around  so  soft,  that  the  luUaby  of  the  rustling 
leaves  is  easily  distinguishable,  and  the  spring 
(for  in  my  plenitude  of  power,  I  would  choose 
the  spring  for  my  birth  season),  the  spirit  of 
the  spring  moving  over  the  heart  with  all  its 
subtle  influences  for  good;  the  little  ones,  be- 
lieve  me,  are  happy  for  whom  spring  and  the 
country  stand  sponsors  of  the  heart." 

"  Yet  for  many  a  one,"  said  Mr,  Elt,  "  they 
are  as  negligent  even  as  real  sponsors.    But  if 
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you,  Barbara,  would  be  bom  in  the  country, 
there  I,  at  all  events,  would  choose  to  die. 
More  rational  in  my  choice,  I  think,  for  it  may 
be  possible;  and  more  reasonable,  too,  for  if 
it  is  to  be  one's  fate  to  buffet  the  waves  of  life, 
better  to  be  born  on  the  waters." 

"And  I,"  said  Mr.  Paul,  "would  choose 
with  you,  Mr.  Elt.  Careless  of  my  birth,  I 
would  have  my  days  close  amidst  tramjuil 
scenes,  removed  as  far  as  possible  from  the 
turmoil  of  the  world.  And  I  would  be  anxious 
to  recognize  an  analogy  between  the  scenes 
around  me,  and  those  which  the  eye  of  memory 
would  scan.  When  the  sim  of  life  is  westering 
to  its  rest,  I  would  have  it  look  down  on  a  fair, 
green,  calm  landscape;  one  where  good  and 
gracious  memories  bloomed  as  flowers,  and 
where  your  acts  flourished  like  forest  trees, 
enduring  for  others  long  after  you  who  planted 
them  were  gone.  A  sweet  fancy  this,  and  a 
kindly  imagining,  Mr.  Elt,  but  one  seldom 
wholly,  or  even  in  part  realised.  A  sweet 
fancy  this,   and  a  dear  blessing,  indeed,  to 
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have  your  day  of  life  dose — and  mark,  closing 
only  to  those  who  watch  it  from  below — tran- 
quilly, with  brightness  tracking  far  back,  and 
culniinating  where  it  is  to  be  last  seen.  A 
blessing,  Mr.  Elt,  not  often,  I  fear,  not  often 
realised.'' 

There  was  an  earnest  sadness  in  the  tone 
of  his  voice,  which,  thrilling  upon  his  hearers, 
held  them  silent. 

"Not  often  realised,"  he  continued,  seeing 
that  he  was  left  to  speak ;  "  sometimes  far 
otherwise.  Sometimes  a  light  thrown  back 
to  show  merely  a  scorched  and  branded  track ; 
sometimes  the  gloom  and  shade  of  a  melan- 
choly twilight,  succeeding  to  wasted  days;  and 
sometimes  the  mystery  and  awe  of  lightning 
clouds,  piled  lowering,  dark,  and  threaten- 
mg. 

His  voice  trembled  while  he  spoke;  and  had 
he  looked,  he  would  have  seen  that  the  same 
paleness  as  before  was  on  Amy's  face. 

"  So  lowering  and  dark,"  said  Barbara  Paul, 
taking  up  his  gloomy  picture,  and  changing  it 
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even  by  the  tone  of  her  voice,  "  only  to  weak, 
faint,  straining  sight.  Every  cloud  has  its 
silver  lining." 

"  The  proverb  of  Hope,  Barbara/'  said 
Mr.  Elt ;  "I  have  great  faith  in  proverbs." 

"Ay,"  observed  Mr.  Paul,  raising  himself 
from  what  had  ahnost  lapsed  into  a  reverie, 
"  they  are  the  gold  washed  by  experience  from 
the  sands  of  time.  But  let  Amy,  like  a 
priestess  of  Hope,  exorcise  by  a  song  our  dim, 
gloomy  thoughts." 

There  is  a  song  of  simple  words  and  simple 
music,  which,  sung  by  a  low,  sweet  voice,  is 
heard  with  such  pleasure,  that  it  lingers  upon 
the  ear;  and  often,  many  a  day  after,  mur- 
murs through  the  mind's  hollow  caves.  Such 
was  the  song  with  which  Amy  Paul  responded 
to  her  uncle's  request,  and  after  such  manner ; 
for  her  voice  won  by  its  touching  sweetness, 
until  it  thrilled  upon  the  very  heart-chords.* 

*  The  reader  so  inclined  may  easily  find  the  music 
of  this  favourite  song  of  Amy  PauFs.  The  words  are 
these:  ["Water 
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As  there  is  often  nothing  more  akin  to  sadness 
than  unseasonable  merriment,  far  more  effec- 
tually, though  somewhat  clouded  in  its  tone, 
did  it  win  away  the  melancholy  which  Mr. 
Paul's  words  had  created.  The  entrance  of 
Reuben  Leigh  (for  whom  Mr.  Elt  had  already 
inquired  with  such  marked  consequences)  utterly 
routed  whatever  of  it  remained. 

Reuben  Leigh  was  the  adopted  son  of  Mr. 
Paul.  His  parents  had  died  abroad.  It  was 
said,  that  they  had  both  perished  by  that  most 

Water  parted  from  the  sea 
May  increase  the  river's  tide, 
To  the  bubbling  fount  may  flee, 
Or  through  fertile  valleys  glide. 
Though  in  search  of  lost  repose 
Through  the  land  'tis  free  to  roam. 
Still  it  murmurs  as  it  flows. 
Panting  for  its  native  home. 
Though  in  search  of  lost  repose 
Through  the  land  'tis  free  to  roam, 
Still  it  muirmurs  as  it  flows. 
Panting  for  its  native  home." 
VOL.  I.  E 
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terrible  of  all  casualties,  a  fire  on  board  ship 
at  sea ;  and  that  their  son,  then  merely  a  child, 
had  been  saved  only  through  the  courage  and 
exertions  of  Mr.  Paul.  As  all  documents  which 
could  have  led  to  the  discovery  of  his  relatives, 
were  lost  with  the  vessel,  Mr.  Paul's  efforts 
to  find  them  were  imavailing.  It  was  whis- 
pered, indeed,  that  his  exertions  had  not  been 
very  strenuous  or  unremitting ;  but  that,  after 
one  or  two  attempts,  he  had  discontinued  them, 
and  ended  by  adopting  the  boy.  He  was  proud 
and  very  fond  of  his  son ;  nor  were  his  pride 
and  foDdness  at  all  lessened  by  the  subsequent 
discovery  of  his  nieces.  He  may  have  looked 
forward  to  that  which  did  actually  occur,  and 
may  have  felt  all  his  hopes  realised  when 
Reuben  announced  to  him,  that  Barbara  had 
consented  to  bestow  upon  him  a  better  title 
to  be  his  son.  Mr.  Paul  did  not  appear  to  have 
many  happy  days,  for  an  inexplicable  sorrow, 
seeming  to  come  like  a  cloud  fi-om  the  past, 
cast  its  shadow  upon  many  of  them;  but  the 
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day  that  he  heard  these  words,  his  heart  seemed 
to  drink  at  some  fount  of  nnmingled  gladness. 

Reuben  Leigh,  who  had  himself  made  choice 
of  his  profession,  was  a  member  of  and  aspired 
to  have  further  dignity  conferred  upon  him  by 
the  Honourable  Society  of  LincoLi's  Inn — a 
title  by  which  that  humble  body  prayeth  daily 
(during  term)  for  itself.  Amy  said  the  Lord 
ChanceDorship  of  England  was  a  higher  prize, 
and  Reuben  too  ambitious  to  enrol  himself 
amongst  her  countrymen ;  for  she  insisted  that 
^e  was  one  of  the  daughters  of  Erin,  and 
daimed  it  as  her  right. 

It  had  been  arranged  that  Reuben  should 
visit  Mr.  Paul's  estates  in  the  West  Indies, 
for  he  had  long  been  anxious  to  dispose  of 
them;  and  her  uncle  made  Barbara  promise 
that,  upon  his  return,  she  would  bear  Reuben 
company  in  a  tour  through  the  sunniest  parts 
of  Europe ;  to  prepare  and  harden  him,  he  said, 
before  he  sat  down  to  be  regularly  involved  in 
the  stem,  trying  battle  of  life.    No  wonder 
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with  such  a  life  tracked  out  before  him,  that 
success,  as  Amy  alleged,  had  made  Reuben 
impertinent. 

They  passed  *  another  hour  in  conversation, 
for  Reuben  had  much  to  say  to  Mr.  Elt, 
and  Mr.  Elt  had  much  to  say  to  Reuben. 
Before  they  had  concluded,  the  twilight  had 
dimmed  so  far  within  the  room  (being  the 
snxiggery  already  mentioned),  that  their  voices 
might  be  taken  for  unseen  beings  traversing  it 
from  one  part  to  another.  Nearly  another 
hour  passed,  then,  over  a  dainty  little  supper, 
that  Mrs.  Trouton  had  deftly  prepared,  and  laid 
out  with  incomparable  neatness  in  the  adjoining 
parlour,  where  a  mingled  fire  of  peat  and  wood 
made  one  almost  believe  that  cheerfulness  was 
of  a  salamandrine  turn.  Here  Reuben,  as  in 
duty  bound,  strove  to  say  some  witty  things, 
and  did  say  some  very  ludicrous  things,  which, 
however,  provoked  even  more  laughter.  Mr. 
Elt,  being  knowing  in  that  particular  line,  had 
a  good  deal  of  bland  banter,  which  sometimes 
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made  Barbara  blush,  and  provoked  Reuben's 
blundering  retaliation.  And  what  with  Amy's 
gaiety,  and  Barbara's  winning,  graceful  good- 
humour,  and  some  brilliant  failures  on  the  part 
of  Mr.  Elt  himself,  even  Mr.  Paul  was  won  into 
smiles  and  happiness. 

Mr.  Trouton  having  some  of  the  good 
things  that  were  said,  specially  reported  to  him 
by  his  wife,  carefully  treasured  them,  in  order 
that  he  might  hereafter  produce  them  as  original 
efforts  of  his  own,  which  indeed,  from  the  pro- 
cess of  transmutation  they  underwent,  he  very 
safely  might 

But  at  last  it  became  necessary  to  take  leave 
of  Mr.  Elt,  which  they  did  out  in  the  moon- 
light, at  his  gate ;  for  it  was  there  he  insisted 
upon  saying  Good-night.  As  he  stood  and 
watched  them  up  the  road,  he  thought  how 
well  suited  to  one  another  were  Barbara  Paul 
and  Reuben  Leigh. 

"  There  are  different  powers,"  he  further 
soliloquised  (for  supper  ever  strengthens  the 
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philosophic  tendency  of  the  mind),  engrafted 
upon  and  growing  out  of  this  our  common 
nature ;  but  the  sweetest  of  all  is  the  power  of 
loving  and  of  winning  love;  and  how  much 
of  that  power  is  possessed  by  my  own  dear 
Amy  !" 

With  these  words,  he  locked  his  gate ;  and 
having  obtained  a  candle  from  Mrs.  Trouton, 
he  bade  her  good-night,  and  proceeded  to  his 
bed.  There  sweet  sleep  wrapped  him  in  its 
pleasant  mantle  of  dark  softness,  save  where  it 
was  interwoven  with  some  bright  threads  from 
the  land  of  happy  dreams. 
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CHAPTER  III. 


How  the  sunshine  of  summer  rested  on  Glenwood,  and 
on  the  dwellers  therein. 

Glenwood,  the  residence  which  Mr.  Paul 
had  selected,  and  of  which  he  had  become 
the  purchaser  for  a  short  term  of  years,  was 
situated,  pleasantly  and  picturesquely,  hard  by 
the  foot  of  the  last  of  a  long  range  of  moun- 
tains, which  rose,  peak  after  blue  peak,  stretch- 
ing away  into  the  distance.  Spreading  out  from 
the  root  of  the  mountains,  lay  a  country  some- 
what rude  in  its  aspect,  but  sufficiently  culti- 
vated to  afford  a  contrast  to  the  rugged  steeps. 
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half-way  up  which  it  in  some  places  persuasively 
won.  The  scattered  cottages  of  the  peasants, 
shining  at  due  intervals  with  their  white  walls, 
lent  with  their  thatched  roofs  and  curling  smoke 
a  warmth  to  the  scene.  The  trees  that  here 
and  there  surrounded  some  favoured  mansion 
with  their  leafy  shelter,  further  redeemed  the 
landscape  from  the  bareness  that  for  the  most 
part  rested  upon  it,  bleak  as  a  winter's 
day. 

From  close  behind  the  house,  a  forest-host 
of  trees  proceeded,  until  they  seized  upon  the 
brown  soil  of  the  mountains.  Those  which, 
like  bold  spirits,  adventured  furthest,  were,  as 
bold  spirits  always  are,  amply  repaid  by  the 
gratification  they  must  have  experienced  in 
viewing  themselves  in  the  waters  of  one  of  the 
most  picturesque  of  miniature  lakes  imaginable. 
On  one  projexjting  tongue  of  land,  indeed, 
they  advanced  so  far,  that  they  seemed  to  have 
been  seized  with  a  desire  to  bathe  their  roots 
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in  the  tiny  waves  that,  stealing  under  the 
shadow  of  their  branches,  rippled  against  them 
with  a  gentle  washing.  Otherwise,  they  half 
cirded  the  lake,  opening  only  with  intervening 
vistas,  through  which  the  light  poured  baldly 
and  clearly,  and  chequering  the  green  reflection  of 
the  leaves,  dappled  the  darker  shade  cast  by 
the  ridge  that  rose  on  the  opposite  side,  steep 
and  rocky. 

Following  from  this  place  the  banks  of  a 
small  stream,  which  stole  out  of  the  lake  as 
shyly  as  a  tottering  child  from  its  nurse's  arms, 
you  were  led  down  through  tangled  plantations 
by  rough  declivities,  worn  into  narrow  paths. 
Choosing  one  of  these,  yoiir  way  wound  round 
a  hillock,  covered  with  thick-growing  shrubs, 
so  planted  as  to  hide,  only  that  it  might  burst 
upon  you  with  greater  effect,  a  dwarf  Niagara, 
far  too  small  and  conceited  to  come  down  in 
a  silent  sheet  of  water ;  but  turning  back  with 
sparkling  spray  and  a  foaming  shout,  to  look 
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with  vast  pride  upon  the  leap  that  it  had 
taken. 

Further,  the  descending  track  brought  you 
into  a  deep  dell,  where  was  erected  a  misan* 
thrdpic  hut,  so  damp  and  cold,  that  the  most 
wearied  step  gathered  fresh  energy  to  pass  it  by. 
The  same  path,  catching  at  times  glimpses  of 
the  rivulet  that  came  briskly  winding  its  course 
in  the  same  direction,  guided  you,  good-natur- 
edly it  would  seem,  through  groves  where 
shading  hazels  promised  in  due  season  clusters 
of  brown  nuts.  Turning  thence,  not  as  if  tired 
of  your  company  by  any  means,  but  rather 
politely  determined  to  show  you  the  way,  it 
launched  you  upon  the  lawn  in  front  of  the 
house. 

This  was  a  building  of  modem  elevation, 
furnished  apparently  with  all  the  appliances  of 
modem  comfort.  It  was  designed  and  finished 
with  great  taste  and  skill ;  so  much  so  indeed, 
that  its  proprietor,  the  representative  of  a  very 
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old  family,  had  been  obliged  to  go  abroad, 
doubtless  in  search  of  a  similar  building,  by 
which  he  might  be  enabled  with  some  accuracy 
to  gauge  the  amount  of  remuneration  that  he 
should  offer  his  architect  and  contractor.  Thus 
the  non-payment  of  their  claims  was  a  high 
compliment  to  their  genius;  and  the  compli- 
ment (the  bills  which  they  bad  drawn  becoming 
over-due)  grew  daily  in  intensity.  The  fame 
of  their  genius  ran  hazard,  however,  of  be« 
coming  merely  traditional,  for  the  untenanted 
rooms  began  to  wear  .the  tarnish  of  neglect, 
and  to  look  damp  and  desolate.  The  grass 
grew  coarse  and  mattpd  on  the  lawn,  and  weeds 
sheltered  themselves,  like  squatters,  amongst 
the  ornamental  shrubberies. 

It  was  in  this  state,  when,  to  the  delight  of 
both  contractor  and  architect,  its  beauties  ceased, 
because  they  were  unrivalled,  to  fade,  and  found 
one  to  appreciate  them  in  the  person  of  Mr, 
Paul.  The  rent  that  he  covenanted  to  pay 
yearly,  promised  to  liquidate  the  claims  that 
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their  too  successful  efforts  had  kept  so  long 
unsatisfied.  His  care,  too,  seemed  likely  to 
renovate  and  make  life-like  their  ^unapproach- 
able handiwork. 

Very  soon,  coming  into  his  possession,  Glen- 
wood  assimied  a  brighter,  warmer  appearance. 
Elegance,  too,  and  signs  and  symptoms  of 
beauty  (otherwise  cast  than  in  stone)  visited  it 
with  Mr.  Paul's  nieces,  and  made  themselves 
visible  in  many  ways  and  graceful  details. 
And  when  the  May  sun  shone  into  the  rooms 
decked  by  woman's  hands  and  taste,  which 
indeed  he  did  so  eagerly,  that  often  he  had 
to  be  shut  out ;  and  when,  with  busy  fingers, 
tipped  with  green,  he  uncurled  the  fi-esh  leaves 
on  every  branch,  and  wove  of  them,  with  im- 
seen,  deftest  shuttle,  a  canopy  and  grateful 
shade ;  and  when  he  trampled  with  indignant, 
scathing  feet  upon  the  weeds  that  were  laid  in 
heaps  that  he  might  exult  over  them ;  and 
when  he  kissed  and  petted  into  open  beauty 
the  flowers  that  he  loved,  and  insisted  upon 
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the  shrubs  wearing  a  livelier  green  than  had 
been  their  winter's  livery;  when  and  at  such 
time  as  the  May  sun  had  accomplished  all  these 
feats,  he  had  effectually  chased  away  the  dim 
and  sombre  hues  of  loneliness,  having  driven 
out  the  gloom,  that  (sulky,  silly  monster!) 
thought  to  baffle  his  rays,  he  settled  down 
upon  the  house,  and  shone  with  all  the  pride 
and  vigour  of  victory. 

There  was  a  whole  week  of  .this  species  of 
sunshine,  .day  succeeding  day  in  brightness. 
Mr.  Elf  had  brought  the  fine  weather  with 
him.  Amy  Paul  said.  It  is  a  fact,  undoubted 
and  beyond  all  scepticism,  that  with  the  omi- 
nous presence  of  certain  functionaries  and 
other  unhappy  persons,  come  clouds,  and 
broken  skies,  and  rain.  Happy,  compared 
with  these,  was  Mr.  Elt,  who  brought  with 
him  nothing  but  glowing  simshine !  Nor  less 
happy,  if  love  with  fond  superstition  saw  reason, 
equally  fond,  to  connect  the  sunshine  of  his 
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heart  with  the  outward  sunshine  of  the  sky. 
It  was,  without  any  supposition  whatever, 
well  with  Mr.  Elt  and  with  them  all,  when 
evening  followed  evening,  unfolding  as  sofUy 
and  as  brightly  as  the  young  summer  leaves 
^  themselves ! 

An  evening  of  this  description  had  brought 
them  all  out  upon  the  lawn.  Mr.  Elt  had 
turned  saunteringly  away,  and  Barbara  and 
Reuben  had  strolled  apart;  for  now  that  they 
could  number  (how  short  the  extent!)  the 
days  that  they  were  to  be  together,  they  found 
that  there  were  many  subjects  upon  which  they 
had  each  a  great  deal  to  say,  and  one  or  two 
others,  indeed,  as  to  which  their  .thoughts  had 
strongest  utterance  in  silence.  Amy  and  her 
uncle  were  left  sitting  together — he  upon  a 
rustic-framed  bench,  and  she  at  his  feet,  upon 
the  grass. 

They  remained  so  for  some  time.  Mr.  Paul's 
gaze  was  bent  earnestly  upon  his  niece,  while 
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Amy  occupied  herself  in  watching  the  flicker- 
ing shadow  which  the  tree  ahove  them  cast 
upon  the  lawn. 

"  When  Barbara  and  Reuben  leave  us,"  said 
Mr.  Paul,  laying  his  hand  upon  her  shoulder, 
"  what  will  Amy  do  ?" 

Amy  turned,  and  gazed  fondly  up  into  his 
&ce. 

'^Must  I  take  that  look  as  my  silent  an- 
swer ?"  he  coutmued.  "  Does  it  say  that  Amy 
is  willing  to  stay  with  her  uncle?'* 

She  moved  nearer  to  him,  and  laid  her  hand 
upon  his  knee.  Her  unde,  taking  her  hand, 
hdd  it  dosely  in  his. 

"Can  Glenwood  have  any  charm  for  you. 
Amy  ?"  he  resumed.  "  For  me  it  has :  I  love 
its  soUtude:  so  far  apart  from  the  world,  so 
tranquil  in  itself.  But  that  solitude  may  be 
to  you  its  worst  feature.  Does  your  heart. 
Amy,  never  whisper  to  you  of  haunts  in  which 
fancy  would  take  delight — scenes  of  gaiety  and 
pleasure — at  least  so  seeming  to  be — which 
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beauty  makes  bright  and  adorns?  Does  your 
imagination  never  so  portray  them,  that  you 
weary  of  this  loneliness?" 

"  Ah,  uncle,"  she  replied,  "  I  have  not  been 
so  long  in  Glenwood,  that  I  should  be  tired 
of  it.  My  very  hate  of  change  would  make 
me  cling  to  it,  if  nothing  else.  But  have 
I  not  a  crowd  of  foflowers ;  from  Neptune,  my 
good  dog,  that  might  return  thanks,  were  the 
navy  toasted,  and  were  he  as  eloquent  as  a 
sea-captain,  down  to  Ponto,  who  comes  in  his 
sleek  glossiness,  a  perfect  gentleman  and  dandy? 
Have  I  not  bosom  friends  in  all  my  caged  pets, 
in  the  sweet-throated  denizens  of  my  aviary, 
which,  if  a  prison,  is  a  most  model  one.  Think 
of  it,  too;  have  I  not  gay  fancy  balls  and 
brilliant  masquerades  in  all  the  flowers  the  sim, 
like  a  busy  master  of  ceremonies,*  is  grouping 
always  afresh:  coy,  nun-like  maidens,  some; 
flaunting  soldiers,  some ;  and  oh,  such  imperial 
personages,  some !  My  bed  of  tulips  was  a 
splendid  rout !" 
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Still,"  said  Mr.  Paul,  "  when  Barbara  fulffls 
her  promise  to  Reuben,  and  Reuben  Leigh  will 
be  a  most  exacting  creditor ;  and  when,  not- 
withstanding her  good  faith,  he  steals  or  lures 
her  away  from  us — nay,  do  not  change  colour. 
Amy,  it  is  somewhat  distant  yet;  but  when 
she  does  go,  we  will  only  give  them  a  fair 
start,  and  then  we  shall  move  too ;  not  in  pur- 
suit, but  going  our  own  way,  and  meeting  at  some 
far-away  place,  where  they  will  never  expect  to 
find  us,  and  will  hardly  know  us,  we  shall  be 
such  sun-browned  strangers." 

"  In  Venice,"  cried  Amy,  "  on  the  Bridge  of 
Sighs,  that  we  may  brighten  for  once  that 
moumAilly-named  spot.  And  it  shall  be  a 
secret,  uncle;  a  secret  even  from  Barbara; 
unless,  indeed,  she  should  grieve  too  much  at 
parting  from  her  poor  sister,  when  we  might 
be  tempted  to  tell  her.  Do  you  know, 
uncle,  I  think  Barbara  would  feel  grief  much 
more  than  I  —  much  more  afflictingly,  I 
mean?" 

VOL.  L  *F 
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"Why  so,  Amy?"  asked  Mr.  Paul. 

"Perhaps  I  couldn't  well  explain,'*  she  re- 
plied ;  "  but  I  know  she  would.  I — I  think, 
would  either  feel  sorrow  very  lightly,  or,  if 
that  were  impossible,  would  just  give  up  to  it 
altogether,  and  let  my  heart  break;  and  there 
an  end  of  it.  Wouldn't  it  be  the  wisest 
way,  after  all?"  she  said,  turning  to  her 
uncle. 

He  did  not  answer  for  some  time,  keep- 
ing his  head  bent  down.  When  he  raised 
it,  the  old  sad  expression  was  shading  his 
face. 

"God,  who  knows  all  hearts,"  he  said, 
earnestly,  "  knows  that  it  is  my  fement 
prayer,  that  no  sorrow  may  ever  shade  your 
path.  And  my  trust,  too;  yea,  my  sincere 
trust." 

The  earnestness  of  his  tone  made  Amy,  rest- 
ing her  hands  on  his  knee,  look  up  into  his 
face.  Aa^'she  did  so,  the  power  of  loving  was 
so  sweetly  visible  in  her  look,  that  Mr.  Elt, 
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coming  near  at  the  moment,  hesitated  to  ap- 
proach, until  Amy  first  saw  him. 

"  Ah !  dear  &ther  Jeremy,'"  she  exclaimed ; 
here  have  unde  and  I  been  making  of  this 
place  a  place  of  sighs.  Come,  until  you  are 
told  a  secret:  how  we  are  to  steal  a  march 
on  Barbara,  when  she  is  so  bold  as  to  desert 
us.  But,  hush,''  she  continued ;  "  the  truants, 
even  of  this  hour,  are  returning." 

''Amy  and  I  have  been  discussmg  the 
beauties  and  pleasures  of  Glenwood,"  said 
Mr.  Paul,  as  they  all  drew  together  in  a 
circle.  ''Amy  has  found  out  a  pleasant  way 
to  people  what  I  call  its  solitudes,  and  says 
she  is  not,  and  will  not  be  weary  of  its 
quiet." 

"Not  so  soon,  at  all  events,  as  Barbara, 
my  fair  sis,"  sidd  Amy.  "Barbara,  who  has 
been  here  only  some  short  months,  and  who 
has  already  given  a  twelvemonths'  notice  to 
quit." 

"Not  from  weariness  of  Glenwood  does 
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Barbara  change/'  said  Reuben  Leigh;  "but 
because  she  is  self-sacrificing  enough  to  take 
pity  on  one  averse  to  struggle  alone  in  the 
world.  Self-sacrificing,  I  say;  for  solitude  is 
but  the  pl£^ce  where  we  worship  that  great 
big  I — ourselves.  It  is  merely  the  temple 
of  egotism.'' 

"A  severe  sentence  for  me,  Reuben,"  said 
Mr.  Paul.  "  I,  who  for  the  last  half-hour 
have  been  loud  in  the  praise  of  a  solitary 
Ufe." 

"Lawyer-like,  Sir,"  said  Reuben;  "allow 
me  to  explain  by  distinguishing.  It  is  one 
thing  to  set  about  passing  life  apart  from 
your  fellow  men ;  to  begin  with  the  gratifi- 
cation of  a  hermit-tendency.  It  is  another, 
after  years  spent  in  active  benevolence  and 
the  duties  of  life  to  retire  and  enjoy  quiet, 
undisturbed  with  the  idea  that  all  your  days 
have  been  but  an  idle  dream — sustained  rather 
by  the  feeling  of  having  done  your  duty,  and 
of  having  done  it  weU." 


Digitized  by  Google 


AMY  PAUL. 


69 


"  And  what  shall  be  the  test,  that  you  have 
done  your  duty  and  done  it  well/'  asked 
Mr.  Paul. 

"  One's  own  conscience,"  replied  Reuben 
Leigh.  The  man  who  is  wise,  is  not  unaware 
of  the  knowledge  which  invests  and  clothes  his 
mind.  The  strong  man  feels  strength  along 
his  muscles,  even  when  it  is  slumbering  un- 
exerted.  All  deeds  and  acts  that  increase  and 
give  strength  to  virtue,  and  aid  it  in  its  out- 
reaching  for  wider  fields  and  ampler  day, 
conscience  makes  us  feel  and  know. 

"  A  pleasing  knowledge,  too,"  said  Mr.  Elt, 
smiling  his  approval  of  Reuben's  doctrine. 

"  A  pleasing  knowledge,  assuredly,"  observed 
Mr.  Paul.  "As  grateful  as  the  remembrance 
of  guilt — that  ever  emerging  wreck  and  testi- 
mony of  past  crime,  which  no  act  or  effort  can 
hide  or  sink  from  view — is  and  must  be 
painful." 

Reuben,  who  knew  the  tendency  of  Mr.  Paul's 
mind  to  dwell  darkly  upon  such  subjects,  has- 
tened to  divert  his  attention. 
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"  To  oome  back,"  he  said,  "  to  that  of  which 
we  were  speaking,  a  country  life  is  not  neces- 
sitated to  be  one  of  solitude.  A  solitary  life  is 
that  which  repulses  the  presence  of  its  feilow- 
men,  and  roaming  the  fields  alone,  thinks  of 
nothing  else  but  of  itself  and  for  itself.  The 
only  solitude  should  be  the  cell  and  foimtain 
of  Egeria,  where  the  wise  goddess  would 
whisper  lessons  and  rules  for  more  active 
scenes." 

"  Solitude  was  the  subject  you  chose  to  de- 
scant upon,  Reuben,"  said  Barbara  Paul ;  "  but 
Glenwood  was  our  original  theme,  and  Mr.  Elt, 
and  Amy  and  I,  dwellers  once  on  a  time  in  a 
great  dty— of  all  cities,  the  very  greatest — 
know  that  Glenwood,  synonymous  with  much 
that  is  picturesque  and  pleasing  in  country  life, 
is  not  synonymous  with  solitude.  I  appeal  to 
Mr.  Elt's  eacperience."  * 

"  Limited,"  interposed  Amy,  "  to  the  domain 
lands  of  Castle  Elt." 

'^Limited,  then,  even  to  those  lands,"  re- 
joined Mr.  Elt,  ^'my  experience  teaches  me 
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how  much  less  solitary  they  are  than  that 
bneliest  of  all  spots  —  the  small  space 
walled  in  for  your  especial  use  by  human 
beings/* 

And  further/'  said  Barbara,  though  with  a 
slight  blush,  as  to  weariness  of  Glenwood,  I 
am  not  weary  of  it,  I  will  not  be  weary  of  it, 
and  when  away  from  it  will  often  turn  towards 
it  with  grateful  remembrance.  Glenwood  shaU 
long  be  the  Mecca  to  my  worshipping  fancy. 
Amy  and  I — ^for  I  will  answer  for  us  both — 
have  not  forgotten  how  our  early  years  were 
spent  in  dim,  dull  streets,  that  left  upon  the 
mind  the  impression  of  brick-walls  and  dust- 
covered  windows  and  a  paved  street,  and  under 
their  dingy  sky,  a  stream  of  people  flowing  paist 
for  ever  with  shadowings  of  passion,  and  care, 
and  toil,  upon  their  faces.  Such  was  all,  and 
what  was  there  that  memory  would  care  to 
treasure.  Except,  indeed,  one  lesson  taught  us 
there,"  and  Barbara  Paul,  as  she  spoke,  glanced 
towards  Mr.  Elt,    that  there  are  hearts,  which 
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though  they  be  cast  like  exiles  upon  such 
scenes,  never  waver  in  their  loyalty,  nor  forget 
their  devotion  to  good." 

"Dear  Father  Jeremy,"  said  Amy,  "listen 
to  Barbara.  "  It  is  not  often  that  she  is  stirred 
to  eloquence." 

"Hush,  Amy!"  said  Mr.  Elt,  "and  let 
Barbara  resume  the  theme  of  Glenwood,  and 
digress  no  more." 

"  Unless,"  remarked  Reuben  Leigh,  "  the 
digression  be  as  ajst  to  the  subject." 

"  Barbara  never  goes  wrong  in  Reuben's  esti- 
mation," whispered  Amy  to  her  imcle,  ' 

"  Am  I  to  be  the  Wordsworth  of  the  party  ?" 
said  Barbara  laughingly.  "  To  speak  to  you  of 
moimtains  and  lakes,  and  mists  and  winds,  and 
to  tell  you  how  the  '  soimding  cataracts  haunt 
me  like  a  passion.'  But  I  must  confess  to  a 
deep  love  for  all  that  Glenwood  has  shown  and 
taught  me ;  feelings  and  lessons,  not  visionary, 
but  real  in  their  wisdom,  and  good  and  whole- 
some in  all  that  they  may  have  developed,  and 
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m  all  they  may  afe  any  future  time  continue  to 
bestow  upon  me/* 

"  It  is  plain/'  said  Mr,  Paul,  "  that  we  must 
give  Barbara  credit  for  a  love  of  Glenwood,  and 
acquit  her  of  all  fickleness  or  sense  of  weariness. 
Seeing,  too,  how  it  has  been  painting  itself 
upon  the  ivory,  and  not  the  loose-sanded  tablets 
of  her  memory,  we  must  believe,  that  not  with- 
out some  trouble  will  she  ever  manage  to  forget 
it." 

"Though  so  much  of  Barbara's  heart  is  ir- 
remediably  given  away,"  said  Reuben  Leigh,  "  I 
will  not  be  jealous." 

"  Only  see,  Barbara,"  cried  Amy,  "  to  what 
slavery  you  liave  committed  yourself.  Such 
protestations  bespeak  a  foregone  conclusion  in 
themselves.  But  look,"  she  exclaimed,  spring- 
ing to  her  feet,  "  the  sun  has  hidden  himself 
from  our  view.  Come,  Barbara,  you  pagan 
worshipper  of  nature;  and  come,  Reuben,  her 
abettor  therein,  come  up  yonder  hill,  and  away 
past  yonder  dusky  grove,  and  we  shall  have 
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another  view  of  the  golden  sun's  round,  ample 

"  Arid  I  will  go,  too,"  said  Jeremy  Elt,  and 
Mr.  Paul,  bestirring  himself  likewise,  they  all 
set  off  together ;  Amy  in  high  glee  at  having 
originated  the  movement. 

Night  seemed  to  lie  in  ambuscade  within  the 
grove  which  Amy  had  pointed  out,  and  to  have 
gathered  its  dark-stepping  forces  within  the 
shadow  and  down  behind  the  sheltering  steep 
of  the  hill.  Passing  up  the  tracked  slope,  and 
finding  their  way  through  the  trees,  our  loi* 
terers  emerged  on  the  more  open  and  dewy 
lawn,  where  twilight  lingered  like  a  prayer  be- 
twixt the  contending  hosts  of  darkness  and 
light — the  offspring  of  one  staying  his  hand 
on  whose  dusky  bosom  it  would  soon  recline. 
Beating,  like  a  wave,  over  the  dark  ridge  of  the 
hill,  the  sunshine,  as  they  mounted,  peered  into 
their  eyes;  and  when  they  had  gained  the 
highest  ascent,  they  could  see  the  full-faced 
level  sun  gradually  dropping  down,  still  loiter- 
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ing  with  slow  pride,  and  changing,  with  a 
single  touch,  the  cloud  vapours  that  hung 
around  him,  into  hurnished,  living  gold  ! 

"  Oh,  for  the  sea,"  cried  Amy,  for  that 
sun  to  dip  into,  and  to  bring  those  rosy  clouds 
in  reflected  brightness  to  our  very  feet," 

"  Nay,"  said  Barbara ;  "  no  treason  to  Glen- 
wood.  Better  that  the  sun  gleams  kindly  on  a 
Kving  landscape.  Why  wish  for  the  fiaithless, 
fickle  sea.'' 

"  That  mourns  with  low-toned  grief  for  its 
own  faults  ever,"  said  Amy.  "  Ah !  the  bright, 
remorseful  sea." 

"That  is  bright  only,"  persisted  Barbara, 
"with  borrowed  hue.  But  whose  sullen  mis- 
deeds— and  worse,  whose  smiling  treacheries  are 
all  its  own." 

"  If  Reuben  must  go  down  to  the  sea,"  re- 
joined Amy,  "do  not  disparage,  but  rather 
propitiate  it,  Barbara.  To-morrow,  Reuben," 
she  contmued,  glancing  off  to  another  subject, 
"we  shall  ascend  Old  CoU  there.    We  must 
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gratify  Barbara  with  a  living  landscape.  Father 
Jeremy,  will  you  come  ?" 

"  Father  Jeremy  is  too  old,"  replied  Mr.  Elt. 
"  Age  has  unnimbled  his  legs,  and  made  them 
stiff.    But  what  says  Reuben 

"Reuben  dare  not  refuse  Amy  anything," 
said  Barbara.  "  He  is  bound  by  a  solemn  en- 
gagement. It  is  a  written  contract^  sealed,  as  I 
can  witness,  with  Reuben's  seal.  But  meet  us 
as  we  descend,  Mr.  Elt,  you  and  my  unde,  for 
we  will  return  in  time  for  dinner." 

Mr.  Elt  assented  to  this  arrangement 
Slowly,  then,  through  the  gathering  twilight 
they  proceeded  home,  and  parted  for  the 
night. 

The  expected  to-morrow  was  another  day 
of  sunshine  with  moments  of  grateful  shade, 
and  a  fanning,  pleasant,  air  abroad.  Up  Old 
Coll,  Amy  and  Barbara,  and  Reuben  went, 
each  carrying  a  luncheon,  for  mountain  air 
whets  the  appetite  considerably.  Up  old  Coll, 
and  what  an  ascent  it  was.     Through  the 
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plantations  that  dappled  the  sunbeams  as 
they  passed;  by  the  gleam  of  the  miniature 
lake ;  past  the  last  cottage,  where  the  woman 
at  the  door  bade  them  with  smUes  a  kindly 
good  morrow ;  past  the  last  outlying  tree,  the 
faint  quivering  of  whose  leaves  suggested  the 
unprotected  path  before  them;  past  the  last, 
short-growing,  dwarfed  com,  and  then  they 
trod  the  true  mountain  soil.  Over  trickling 
streams;  through  shallow  ponds  where  such 
widened  themselves  almost  into  mere  mois- 
ture; over  rivulets  that  scampered  down  out 
of  the  hot  sun  with  headlong  haste.  Past  the 
last  herd  of  cattle,  that  viewed  them  with 
staid  complacency,  through  fields  of  golden 
furze,  where  the  rabbit  lurked;  through  blos- 
soming thyme,  beyond  which  the  incurious  bee 
refused  to  accompany  them  ;  past  the  remotest 
of  the  flocks  of  sheep.  On  the  boggy  ground, 
then,  treading  from  clump  to  grassy  clump, 
where  Amy,  in  spite  of  all  Reuben's  caution, 
persisted  in  constantly  wetting  her  feet,  and  in 
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as  constantly  assuring  him  that  the  water  was 
of  that  nature  that  it  never  could,  or  would  give 
cold;  up  on  the  level  hrown  summit  of  old 
Coll  at  last;  resting  on  a  spot  of  ground 
that  was  hard  and  dry,  by  the  side  of  a  well 
that  sprung  up  all  the  purer  for  its  elevar 
tion. 

What  appetites  they  all  had  then  for  the 
contents  of  their  paper  parcels,  and  what  deli- 
cious draughts  from  the  horn  mug  that  Reuben 
had  brought  with  him,  of  the  cold  spring! 
What  flushed  laughter  and  merrimait  in  every- 
thing for  Amy,  and  what  a  "  living  landscape" 
truly  for  Barbara  Paul.  Spread  out  before 
them  lay  a  perfect  eye-feast  of  green  woods 
and  fields,  and  clustering  groups  of  houses,  and 
the  great  river  of  the  place  flowing  on  to  the 
sea,  that  shone  like  a  silver  cloud  away  in  the 
distance ! 

And  then  came  the  descent ;  not  as  they  had 
travelled  up,  but  down  the  rocky,  rugged  face 
of  the  mountains,  far  steeper,  and  not  one 
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beaten  pathway.  What  loitermgs  to  sit  dowa 
on  smooth  rocks  to  rest  and  talk  awhile  I 
What  climbing,  and  what  ple^asant  caution  ne- 
cessary, and  y^t  wittial,  what  speed!  They 
were  down  in  the  flat  country,  and  half-way 
home,  before  they  met  Jeremy  £It  and  Mr. 
Paul  slowly  wending  their  way  to  meet 
them. 

After  dining  at  Glenwood,  they  all  sauntered 
down  to  have  tea  at  Castle  £It.  Having  been 
forewarned,  Mrs.  Trouton  had  everything  duly 
prepared,  down  to  the  minutest  detail  of 
comfort,  and  Mr,  Trouton,  moreover,  brought 
in,  having  made  the  summer  hasten  with  its 
offerings,  a  leaf  of  early  strawberries.  No 
small  pride  had  he  in  doing  so.  The  pro- 
fessional  gentleman  at  Glenwood  (who  was  a 
scientific  man)  hadn't  such  fruit  even  formed, 
though  when  Mr.  Elt  enlarged  upon  his  science, 
a  quizzical  look  stole  into  his  servitor's  face. 
To  him  the  application  and  carrying  out  of 
Mr.  Elt's  theoretic  views  were  entrusted;  he 
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himself  could  best  say  with  what  safety  and 
success. 

Another  such  evening  as  they  had  passed  in 
Mr.  Elt's  library  before,  won  through  its  hours 
with  marvellous  rapidity.  It  was  the  last  of 
Reuben  Leigh's  stay  with  them,  and  though 
the  knowledge  of  this  threw  a  somewhat  sad- 
dened feeling  over  the  hours  they  spent  ^ 
together,  it  made  them  even  because  they 
were  coveted,  glide  more  hastily  away.  When 
it  was  full  time  to  think  of  turning  home- 
wards, Heuben  delayed  for  a  few  moments  in 
order  to  bid  Mr.  Elt  farewell.  As  the  old 
man  held  his  hand,  and  wrung  it  in  his 
dose  fervent  grasp,  there  was  an  earnestness 
in  his  parting  words  of  "  God  bless  and  pre- 
serve you,  Reuben,  my  boy,*'  that  made  the 
latter's  heart  swell.  They  told  plainly  how 
much  friendship  Jeremy  Elt  had  conceived  for 
him. 

Amy  said  she  was  chill  (which  was  cor- 
roborated, no  doubt,  by  her  flushed  cheek), 
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and  so  hunied  her  unde  on.  Barbara  and 
Reuben  walked  slowly  home  together.  Many 
a  pause  they  made,  unconsciously  lengthening 
out  their  way. 

They  had  much  to  say  to  one  another,  as 
might  be  expected :  much  of  treasured  recol- 
lection from  the  past,  and  much  of  glowing 
anticipation  for  the .  future.  They  had  (for 
the  feeling  was  in  some  measure  compul- 
sory) to  speak  of  their  early  days ;  of  the  fate 
that  had  brought  them  so  strangely  together ; 
of  first  impressions ;  of  meetings,  and  of  mo- 
ments that  often  in  life's  chronicles  are 
deemed  equivalent  to  years.  Of  the  tie  by 
which  they  were  affianced,  and  of  the  time 
when  a  bond,  whose  strength  to  bind  was 
in  its  sweetness,  should  enchain  them  for 
ever,  Reuben  (having  most  to  say  on  this 
special  subject)  spoke  gratefully  and  fondly. 
Nor  was  the  present,  slighted  so  often  for 
the  dalliance  of  memory  or  the  hxre  of  hope, 
forgotten  or  overlooked.    The  feeling  of  its 
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great  and  abundant  happiness  pervaded  all 
their  words,  like  a  strain  of  music,  not  quite 
mastered,  recurring  with  unconscious  utter- 
ance again  and  again. 

"  How  often,  Reuben,"  said  Barbara, 
raising  her  eyes  to  his  with  a  fond  look  that 
was  not  all  out  a  smile ;  "  how  many  times 
has  one  read,  that  first  love  is  ever  doomed 
to  perish  or  to  disappointment.  Must  I  dis-. 
card  all  that  cold  experience  tells,  and  have 
undoubting  faith  and  trust  ?  I  will  not  let 
you  answer,  Reuben,  for  what  are  love's  per- 
juries, but  I  answer  for  you  myself,  even  that 
I  must.  And  I  have,  Reuben.  I  would  not 
change  this  moment's  faith  or  superstition, 
if  any  will,  for  all  the  wisdom  of  experience. 
If  anything — anything  that  awaits  us  in  the 
unknown  future — should  arise  to  mar  our 
fate,  and  forbid  our  happiness,  it  will  not 
come  from  you,  Reuben.  With  that  faith 
I  rest  content.  Of  the  happiness  of  love 
that  has  trusted,  nothmg  can  strip  me." 
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"  Nor  will  your  happiness,  dearest  Bar- 
bara/' returned  Reuben  Leigh,  "  ever  be  in 
one  jot  diminished.  The  future,  though 
veiled,  is  not  therefore  a  waste;  a  kindly 
curtain  hides  it  from  our  view;  and  anxiety 
is  but  a  guide  to  make  our  step  surer  and 
firmer.  You  recollect,  in  fabled  story,  how 
the  wearied  bird  dipped  in  the  sacred  foun- 
tain its  tired  wing,  and  went  on  with  reno- 
vated strength.  Your  love,  Barbara,  will 
be  to  me  from  this  moment,  in  all  after  life, 
the  enduring  source  of  energy  and  faith. 
Energy  and  faith  are  the  users  and  con- 
querors of  time;  the  ftiture  is  but  their 
field  of  triumph. 

When  they  had  arrived  at  home,  Reuben 
repaired  to  Mr.  Paul's  study,  whither  every 
night  the  latter  retired,  and  on  the  privacy 
of  which  it  was  his  wish  that  none  should 
unsummoned  break.  Reuben  found  him 
seated  at  his  desk,  and  when  bidden,  took 
a  seat  near  him.    He  instructed  Reuben  in 
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the  detaOs  that  he  should  pursue  relative 
to  his  property,  and  the  commissions  with 
which  he  was  entrusted.  He  went  on  to 
give  him  some  advice,  and  some  of  those 
seeds  which,  shed  by  ripened  experience, 
germinate  in  soils  not  barren,  into  rules  of 
life.  He  spoke  of  Reuben's  affiance  with 
his  niece,  taking  occasion  to  mention  how 
much  pleasure  it  afforded  him. 

Reuben  had  some  wishful  expectation 
that  he  would  speak  to  him  upon  the  subject 
of  his  parents ;  but  Mr.  Paul  had  always 
avoided  the  topic,  or  touched  upon  it 
only  to  profess  his  ignorance;  not,  indeed, 
from  any  mystery  connected  with  the  mat- 
ter, but  that  it  seemed  as  if  his  wish  to 
engross  the  affections  of  those  around  him, 
was  too  jealous  to  bear  with  anything  that 
could  by  possibility  diminish  or  even  dis- 
tract them.  This  character  of  his  mind  was 
apparent  in  his  parting  with  Reuben.  It 
was  evident  his  love  arose  not  so  much 
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from  an  in-dwelling  principle,  as  from  a 
desire  to  be  the  object  of  affection  to 
others. 

Reuben  had  arranged  to  leave  by  the 
night-maily  and  for  that  purpose  had  to 
reach  the  town  of  Kilblank  by  four  o'clock 
of  the  following  morning.  He  insisted, 
therefore,  on  parting  with  Amy  ,and  Bar- 
bara, before  they  separated  for  the  night, 
lest  they  should  be  disturbed  at  an  over- 
early  hour.  With  mingled  smiles  and  tears, 
Amy  prepared  to  take  leave  of  him,  until  at 
the  moment  of  saying,  Farewell,  Reuben," 
aU  her  smiles  fled ;  and  when  Reuben  bent 
down  and  kissed  her  cheek,  he  felt  for  the 
poor  sensitive  nature  which,  for  such  slight 
cause,  could  make  it  so  cold  and  colour- 
less. 

When,  some  time  after,  Barbara  joined 
her  in  their  own  room,  she  found  Amy 
standing  at  the  window,  looking  out  upon 
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the  night,  that  lay  with  unhroken  stillness 
on  the  scene  hefore  her.  Sitting  down 
beside  her,  and  taking  her  hand,  Barbara 
felt  how  much  it  still  trembled,  and  asked 
her  why  it  did  so?  with  a  smile,  indeed, 
but  one  that  was  subject  to  many  protesta- 
tions from  Barbara's  firmness;  for  it,  too, 
was  somewhat  tearful. 

"  Ah,  Barbara,"  replied  Amy,  "  one  can- 
not say  good  bye,  and  be  firm.  Reuben 
leaves  us  for  a  long  time." 

"  Rty  us  rather  than  him,"  rejoined 
Barbara.  "  Reuben  will  have  all  the  plea- 
sure and  excitement  of  new  scenes,  and 
has  just  business  enough  to  make  them 
agreeable.  Poor  us  rather,  whose  walks 
and  evening  hours  will  often  prove  lone- 
some now." 

"  Still,  Barbara,"  persisted  Amy,  not  half 
persuaded  from  her  grief,  "it  was  the  first 
time  that  I  had  to  say  farewell,  since  Reuben 
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and  we  met;  and  hasn't  'Farewell'  a 
strange  sound.  Wouldn't  you  say  the  waves 
of  time,  Barbara?" 

"If  you  like,  Amy." 

"  Because  I  think,"  (how  pale  in  this 
serious  mood  the  moonlight  made  her  face !) 
"  it  expresses  what  we  feel,  as  if  we  were 
borne  along  by  some  rolling  tide — trolling 
without  stay,  between  two  fer-off  shadowy 
shores,  from  the  past  to  the  future.  And 
when  on  the  waves  some  one  is  borne  far 
out  of  sight,  their  murmuring  sounds 
'  Farewell ;'  and,  oh !  Barbara,  when  they 
break  in  darkness  over  some  lost  friend, 
their  hoarse  dashing  seems  the  cxy  of  those 
whom  death  severs." 

"  Why,  Amy,"  said  her  sister,  "  you  are 
melancholy  and  imaginative  both;  and  you 
seem  to  be  preparing  yourself  to  dream  dim 
dreams  all  night.  I  will  take  care  to  shut 
the  moonlight  out  before  you  nestle  down 
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to  sleep.  Queen  Mab  often  comes  riding  on 
its  beams." 

Am  I  sometimes  foolish  and  sad  ?" 
inquired  Amy.  I  cannot  help  it.  Sadness 
comes  on  me  as  the  dream  of  which  you 
speak,  visits  the  sleeper.  I  know  not  whether 
my  brain  or  heart  is  the  weaker  thing." 

Barbara's  gaze  was  bent  upon  her  with 
a  seriousness  with  which  the  light  words 
that  she  uttered  in  reply,  were  wholly  at 
variance. 

"  Bear  with  me,  Barbara,"  resumed  Amy 
Paul,  ''and  do  not  laugh  at  me.  Indeed, 
indeed,  there  are  times  when  shapeless,  in- 
distinct thoughts  come  upon  me,  and  fill  my 
mind  with,  I  know  not  what,  apprehensions. 
Sometimes  they  seem  to  tell  of  sorrow  and 
suffering.  I  often  think,  if  such  should  ever 
come,  how  my  hope  and  strength  would  be 
in  you,  Barbara ;  your  eyes  so  full  of  thought, 
so  calm  and  earnest  in  your  love,  dear  sister ; 
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and  your  brow,  your  thoughtful  brow,  that 
would  suit — oh,  that  would  well  suit  any 
queen  among  them  all. 

"  Amy  turned  flatterer !"  cried  Barbara. 
But  Amy's  spirit  was  stirring  from  its 
depths,  and  her  face,  covered  with  her  hands, 
was  bent  down  and  hidden  in  Barbara's 
lap. 

Amongst  the  followers  of  fancy,  as 
amongst  the  beings  that  star-light  only 
summons  into  existence,  are  some  that  are 
to  us  as  fears,  and  which  might  turn  into 
dreads  and  terrors,  were  they  not  in  some- 
way linked  to  gentleness. 

The  weather  which  Jeremy  Elt  had 
brought,  went  away  with  Reuben  Leigh. 
It  had  done  wonderfully  fine  things  for  more 
than  a  week,  and  accordingly  felt  itself  well 
entitled  to  exhibit  the  extent  and  variety  of 
its  powers.  It  may  have  got  fatigued  with 
the  stead&stness  of  the  barometer,  for  it 
commenced  sending  the  mercury  up  and 
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down  between  set  fair  and  rain,  with  a 
petulant  variableness  that  was  truly  heart- 
breaking. It  may  have  taken  umbrage  with 
Mr.  Trouton,  who  having  laid  aside  his  coat 
as  a  useless  incumbrance,  had  been  going 
loosely  and  cooly,  and  rather  jauntily  about 
in  his  shirt-sleeves.  He  had  been  provok- 
ihgly  over-confident,  but  he  was  now  coerced 
^0  put  on  and  take  off  his  outer  garment 
every  half-hour ;  and  when  after  being  sub- 
jected to  this  process  for  some  time,  he  lost 
temper,  and  gave  utterance  to  the  intem- 
perate malediction  of  "bad  luck  to* it  for 
weather/'  it  requited  him  by  drenching  him 
in  a  heavy  shower  to  the  very  skin.  At 
length,  a  mist  settled  sulkily  down  upon  old 
CoU,  and  froni  behind  him,  cloud  followed 
dark  cloud  in  such  endless  succession,  that 
one  wondered  where  the  wind  found  them  all, 
or  whither  it  was  conducting  them  with  such 
haste,  and  in  such  crowds. 

This  broken,  unsettled  weather,  confined 
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Barbara  and  Amy  more  than  was  their  wont 
to  the  house;  but  sometimes  they  ventured 
out  from  mere  restlessness,  and  at  other  times 
from  dutifrd  necessity,  for  they  had  many 
followers  and  pensioners  in  the  village  and 
around  them.  It  was  on  one  of  these  latter 
occasions  that,  overtaken  by  a  smart  shower, 
as  Mrs.  Trouton  named  it,  they  were  fortu- 
nate,  before  it  came  down  with  more  than 
smartness,  in  reaching  the  shelter  of  Castle 
Elt.  The  probability  of  being  well  wet, 
which  has  been  found  to  have  an  exhilirating 
effect  on  most  people  not  used  to  it,  had 
brought  Amy  into  high  spirits.  As  soon, 
therefore,  as  Mrs.  Trouton  had .  helped  her  to 
shake  off  the  dropS  from  her  dress,  leaving 
Barbara  in  the  kitchen  to  have  the  same 
operation  more  leisurely  performed,  she  ran 
to  laugh  over  the  adventure  with  dear  father 
Jeremy.  He  had  just  gone  himself  into  the 
library,  Mrs.  Trouton  told  her. 

When  Amy  sought  him  there,  she  was 
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suddenly  checked  by  the  presence  of  a 
stranger.  She  shrank,  too,  from  the  fixed 
gaze,  in  which  there  was  more  admiration 
than  surprise,  with  which  this  person  re- 
garded her. 

"  Mr.  Elt,"  he  said,  seeing  that  she  un- 
consciously hesitated,  ''has  just  left  this 
to  change  a  wet  coat.  He  will  he  here 
presently.'* 

Amy  did  not  like  to  retreat,  and  so  she 
stood  in  the  doorway,  half  dubious,  when 
Mr.  Elt's  return  relieved  her.  Still  more 
was  her  attention  diverted  by  the  entrance 
of  her  unde,  who  also  came  in  quest  of 
shelter. 

"  Mr.  Paul,"  said  Jeremy  Elt,  motioning 
towards  the  stranger,  "this  gentleman  be- 
lieves that  you  and  he  are  old  acquaintances : 
Mr.  Simon  Burge." 

Stephen  Paul  had  followed  Jeremy  Elt's 
gesture,  and  regarded  the  stranger  as  he 
advanced  towards  him.    A  paleness  which 
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his  stricken  look  blanched  still  more,  over- 
spread his  features.  When  he  heard  the 
name,  he  stood  immoveable  for  a  moment 
Then  with  the  tottering  motion  of  one 
smitten  by  some  sudden  and  internal  pang, 
he  sank  into  the  chair  nearest  to  him,  and 
covered  his  averted  face  with  his  hands,  lest 
it  should  by  any  means  be  seen. 

It  was,  perhaps,  owing  to  her  pained  sur- 
prise that  the  palor  of  his  cheek  communi- 
cated itself  so  instantaneously  to  Amy  Paul's. 
With  some  difficulty  she  repressed  the  cry 
that  rose  to  her  hps  as  she  sprang  to  her 
uncle's  side.  Simon  Burge's  face,  the  ex- 
pression of  which  she  could  not  read,  was 
the  first  thing  that  met  Barbara's  sight,  as 
she  entered  the  room. 

Her  entrance  roused  her  uncle.  He  rose 
and  moving  towards  Simon  Burge,  offered 
him  his  hand. 

"  Forgive  me,  Mr.  Biffge,"  he  said,  with 
the  slow,  hesitating  voice  of  one  who  does  not 
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feel  the  words  he  utters,  "  but  your  presence, 
so  unexpected,  has  moved  me  strangely,  if 
not  foolishly,  if  not  weakly.  Yes,'*  he  said, 
taming  to  Mr.  Elt,  but  still  speaking  with 
trembling  lips,  "Mr.  Burge  and  I  are  old 
acquaintances.  We  knew  each  other  abroad. 
It  was  the  recollection  of  a  sad  scene — of  a 
cruel,  inhuman  scene,  of  which  we  were  both 
beholders  that  moved  me  as  you  have  seen. 
And  frighted  somewhat  my  little  Amy,^'  he 
continued,  as  he  introduced  his  nieces  to  his 
old  friend,  with  less  willingness  apparently 
than  with  the  desire  to  remove  attention  from 
himself. 

He  learned  how  Mr.  Burge  and  Mr.  Elt 
had  become  acquainted.  He  presumed  from 
Mr.  Barge's  dress  that  he  had  been  a  follower 
of  the  "gentle  craft."  He  heard  (with  a 
shadow  on  his  face)  that  business  had 
brought  him  into  the  neighbourhood  for 
some  time,  and  (with  a  deeper  shadow)  that 
it  might  detain  him  some  time  longer. 
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A  pause  ensued,  and  a  silence  of  which 
Mr.  Paul,  engrossed  by  thought,  did  not  seem 
aware.  At  last  he  asked,  if  Mr.  Burge 
would  accompany  him  to  Glenwood  to  dinner. 
To  this  Simon  Burge  consented,  and  he  and 
Mr.  Paul  setting  out,  left  Jeremy  Elt  to 
follow  with  Barbara  and  Amy,  all  three 
wondering  somewhat,  and  Amy  still  trem- 
bling from  the  shock  her  uncle's  agitation 
had  given  her. 

Home  to  Glenwood,  and  when  there  into 
his  study,  Stephen  Paul  conducted  his  im- 
wdcome  visitor,  for  the  silence  betwixt  them 
argued  him  to  be  such.  Shutting  the  door 
with  a  caution  that  his  manifest  disturbance 
did  not  suffer  him  to  neglect,  he  sank  into  a 
chair  and  overcome  with  all  the  thronging 
emotions  that  swayed  him  in  throbbing 
silence,  bent  his  white  face  upon  the 
ground. 

Lifting  his  eyes,  at  length,  slowly,  he  met 
those  of  Simon  Burge  fixed  upon  him  with  a 
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slight  smile.  An  angry  feeling  that  he  could 
not  control,  gathered  upon  his  forehead,  at 
sight  of  that  lurking  smile,  into  a  pale 
frown. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

Simon  Burge  elects  to  become  a  visitor  at  Glenwood. 

The  frown  on  Stephen  Paul's  face  passed 
away  almost  immediately,  giving  place  to  a 
clouded  look  of  pain  and  sorrow.  Some 
long-inmiured  anguish  seemed  to  grope  its 
way  from  the  recesses  of  his  heart,  struggling 
into  light  through  every  quivering,  reluctant 
feature.  This  rapid  transition  of  feeling 
marked  in  some  measiu-e  how  little  strength 
of  mind  he  possessed,  and  was  in  itself  a 
very  moving  appeal  for  pity.  His  first  words 
betrayed  a  similar  desire. 

"  Within  these  walls,"  he  said,   I  adjure 
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you  to  speak  not  of  the  past.  Let  it  live  in 
your  secret  thoughts,  if  you  will,  but  litter  no 
words  that  would  bring  it,  an  embodied 
presence,  under  this  roof.  For  the  sake  of 
those  whom  this  house  shelters,  and  whom  it 
would  be  sacrilege  to  place  in  contact  with 
that  guilty  past,  keep  it  far  off.  '  Let  the 
long  years  which  have  gone  by,  sunder  it 
from  them." 

"  I  have  no  wish  to  refer  to  what  is  past," 
said  Simon  Burge,  "  none  in  the  world." 

"  Not  for  my  own  sake  do  I  ask  and  im- 
plore your  silence,"  said  Mr.  Paul,  with  a 
voice  his  emotion  caused  to  tremble.  "  For 
me,  and  for  you  too,  that  past  with  its  guilty 
history  lives  in  remembrance  for  ever.  I 
cannot  escape  from  it.  It  joins  me  in  my 
lonely  musings.  It  glooms  with  its  chilling 
shadow  over  all  that  even  for  a  moment 
essays  to  stir  me  to  gladness.  Nay,  I  tell 
you,  it  palsies  into  incoherence  the  prayer  I 
sometimes  dare  to  send  forth,  thinking  some 
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kind  angel  might  bear  it,  in  mercy,  to 
Heaven." 

He  had  risen  from  his  chair  as  he  spoke, 
but  sank  down  again,  mastered  by  his  grief. 
His  weak  appearance  contrasted  strangely 
with  his  urgent,  impulsive  words. 

A  stronger  contrast  was  furnished  by  the 
unmoved  manner  and  staid,  cold  tone  of  him 
who  spoke  next. 

"  I  trusted,"  said  Simon  Surge,  ^*  that  the 
years  which  have  elapsed,  would  have  served 
to  obliterate  this  whole  matter." 

"  Guilt  has  no  forgetting,"  was  the  reply, 
in  a  low,  broken  voice.  "  There  is  no  opiate 
to  set  it  to  sleep.  It  moulds  itself  into  your 
very  dreams.  There  is  no  nepenthe  for  the 
diseases  of  a  guilty  memory.  Its  ailments 
time  does  not  cure.  What  to  me  is  your 
presence  but  a  vivifying  power.  It  would  be 
mockery  to  teD  you,  Simon  Burge,  that  I  see 
you  with  pleasure.  I  had  not  parted  from 
you  long  until  I  hoped  that  I  should  never 
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look  upon  your  face  again.  You  have  dis- 
.  appointed  that  hope.  Tell  me,  for  you  have 
not  come  here  by  accident,  what  wish  you 
with  me  now 

There  was  a  hard  smile  on  Simon  Burge's 
face  as  he  answered. 

"  You  seem  to  have  been  prosperous.  You 
seem  at  the  present  moment  to  enjoy  pros- 
perity. In  such  circumstances  you  ought  not 
to  forget  your  old  Mends.'* 

"  Friendship !"  interrupted  Mr.  Paul.  "  Be- 
tween us  there  was  no  friendship.  To  apply 
the  word  to  an  alliance  in  foDy,  in  sin,  in 
crime,  is  to  pollute  it." 

"There  was,  at  all  events,  some  relation 
betwixt  us,"  was  the  undisturbed  rejoinder, 
"and  it  is  proverbial  that  poor  relations, 
however  unwelcome,  ding  to  the  prosperous. 
I  came  to  see  you.  I  purpose,  if  you  do  not 
insist  upon  the  contrary,  abiding  here  some 
time  with  you.  Merely,  understand  me,  for 
the  sake  of  rest.    I,  too,  begin  to  grow  tired 
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of  the  world,  our  old  world,  and  mine,  then 
and  since." 

With  whatever  dismay  Stephra  Paul  heard 
this  proposal,  he  did  not  direcdy  answer  it 
Silently,  and  for  some  minutes  he  continued 
to  pace  the  room«  All  at  once  stopping  and 
confronting  Simon  Surge,  he  replied  x 

"  Yes ;  I  have  been  prosperous,  so  far  as 
accumulating  wealth  deserves  the  name.  I 
rejoiced,  too,  in  my  prosperity.  Not  that  I 
thereby  had  honour  of  time-serving  worldly 
men.  What  to  me  was  such  fawning,  save 
that  I  loathed  it.  The  good  alone  can  be 
proud  of  respect  Still,  if  not  for  its  own 
sake,  I  rejoiced  in  my  prosperity.  I  took  it 
to  be  a  sign  that  Heaven  accepted  my  repent- 
ance, and  furnished  me  with  the  means  of 
showing  and  proving  it.  I  begin  to  think, 
alas !  I  now  think,  that  what  I  mistook  for 
a  blessing,  is  destined  to  be  but  another 
scourge;" 

"  To  be  scourged  with  a  golden  rod  is  a 
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punishment  many  would  gladly  undergo/' 
said  Simon  Bnrge.  In  his  tone  of  voice 
there  sounded  a  pitiless  mockery  of  the 
misery  he  saw  exhiWted  before  him.  As  such 
his  words  fell  on  Mr.  Paul's  ear,  and  he 
turned  away  with  a  look  that  showed  him 
sick  at  heart. 

Simon  Bulge  toyed  with  the  leaves  of  a 
book  that  lay  before  him  on  the  table. 

Well,  well,"  he  said,  "  were  I  fastidious, 
I  might  wish  for  a  warmer  welcome  than  I 
have  received.  You  know  of  old  that  I  am 
not  easily  put  out,  nor  ruffled  by  trifles  ;  and 
though  you  do  not  greet  me  with  the  hearti- 
ness I  might  have  expected  after  such  a 
long  absence,  and  considering  our  previous 
intimacy,  for  many  reasons  I  can  excuse,  and 
do  forgive  you." 

Mr.  Patd  looked  sorrowfully  into  his  face, 

ht  cbi^ded. 

"  Are  you,"  he  asked,  "  the  same  that  you 
$^  wete;  unsoftened,  imconverted,  unre- 
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penting  ?  The  same  as  when  older  in  years 
but  younger  in  crime ;  weaker  in  resolutions 
for  good  than  you  were  strong  in  purposes 
of  evil,  I  listened  to  your  tempting  voice, 
yielded  to  your  tempting  example,  and  was 
undone." 

"  Temptation  said  Simon  Burge,  scorn- 
fully. "  There  is  a  weak  subterfuge  in  that 
cant  of  temptation.  Are  the  good — if  there 
be  any  such — are  the  good  tempted?  Who 
is  ever  led  to  do  that  to  which  he  was  pre* 
viously  indisposed?  Inclined  to  evil,  longing 
for  sin,  they  adopt  another's  courage,  and 
then,  pitiful  excuse  1  turn  roimd  and  say  they 
were  tempted,  forsooth." 

^'Do  none  faU  but  those  who  walk  on 
slippery  ground?"  retiuned  Stephen  Paul, 

Is  there  no  hand  to  throw  a  stumbling-- 
block in  the  path  of  the  surest  footed? 
Does  no  false  glare  hide,  do  no  false  flowers 
clothe  the  precipice's  edge?  I  tell  you 
there  are  moments,  moments  even  for  the 
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good,  and  despite  your  scepticism  there  are 
such — when  it  is  well  that  temptation  is 
away;  when  it  is  well  there  is  no  lure  for 
the  wavering  step.  There  are,  in  human 
shape,  many  dark  ahettors  of  sin.'^ 

"Wolves,"  said  Simon  Burge,  in  the 
same  tone;  "wolves  amongst  the  tender 
lambkins,  I  suppose." 

"  The  spirit  of  evil,"  replied  Stephen  Paul, 
"  is  too  cunning  of  fence  to  send  them  forth 
undisguised.  But  whether  I  was  prone  of 
myself,  or  waited  for  another's  instigation — 
wanting  which  I  had  not  fallen — it  matters 
not  now.  I  was  led  to  think  .of  all  that 
I  had  done,  and  for  the  evil  that  I  had 
committed  to  know  and  feel  remorse.  That 
remorse  I  did  not  show  in  mere  wailing 
repentance,  but  by  every  act  that  was  in 
my  power.  A  mere  mental  resolve  unex- 
ercised is  weak;  but  a  determination  for 
good  seldom  waits  long  for  an  opportunity. 
Hear,  how  I  was"  favoured." 
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"But  to  what  end,  the  relation?"  asked 
Simon  Bnrge. 

"It  may  be  to  none,"  was  the  reply. 
"  On  the  other  hand,  I  may  awaken  a 
thought  that  may  live  and  fructify  even  in 
your  bosom." 

"As  you  please,  then.  The  charity  of 
the  doubt  entitles  you  to  a  patient  lis- 
tener/' 

"Yet  hear  me  in  no  mocking  spirit," 
said  Mr.  Paul;  "nor  let  that  mocking 
smile,  when  I  speak  of  good  done,  or  of 
repentance  for  evil,  taunt  or  tempt  me  into 
one  angry  feeling.  My  first  act  was  to  save 
life.  An  omen,  it  seemed  to  me,  of  good 
import. 

"  I  was  sailing  from  London  to  the  West 
Indies,  for  it  was  there  I  settled.  There  was 
cahh  upon  the  sea,  a  windless  sleep  upon 
the  waves,  at  first ;  for  these  came  a  breeze 
afterwards  when  we  would  have  been  glad 
to  have  wanted  it.    I  need  not  tell  you, 
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for  you  would  but  ridicule  such  fencies,  how 
different  seemed  the  calm  and  sleep  of  the 
sea  to  the  turmoil  and  wretchedness  that 
stirred  many  a  breast  in  that  ship,  and 
mine  most  of  all;  most  of  all  mine,  from, 
and  even  at  that  time." 

The  smile  that  he  had  deprecated,  greeted 
these  words.  Without  stopping  to  notice  it, 
he  continued: 

''In  the  midst  of  life  we  are  in  death. 
Oh !  if  we  but  knew  on  what  slight  chances 
depends  this,  our  weak,  for  ever  struggling 
life,  we  might  be  more  careful;  nay,  we 
would  not  be  so  anxious  to  blacken  the 
vapour  that  is  about  to  vanish,  to  sully 
the  grass  for  which  the  scythe  is  whetted. 
Death  came  in  amongst  us  while  the  sea 
was  stormless,  and  when  the  thought  of 
disaster  or  calamity  was  the  one  remotest 
from  us — a  fire  was  the  instrument;  the 
dread,  fatal  instrument.  Bursting  out, 
fierce  and  vivid ;  spreading  fast  and  uncon- 


Digitized  by  Google 


AMY  PAUL. 


107 


trollable;  scorching,  consuming,  hungry, 
awful." 

He  paused  for  a  moment,  and  went  on. 

**The  breeze  that  was  so  unwelcome, 
•sprung  up,  and  there  was  no  chance  of 
delivery  or  safety.  We  all  saw  that.  There 
were  a  father  and  mother  amongst  us,  and 
the  mother  held  her  child, .  a  young  boy,  so 
that  she  interposed  between  him  and  the 
flames.  When  the  boat  was  laimched,  I 
helped  her  to  reach  it,  and  helped  her  to 
carry  the  child  with  her,  and  I  controlled — 
ay,  controlled  the  strong  desire  that  was 
upon  me  to  leap  into  the  over-crowded 
boat.  I,  grown  careful  of  human  life,  shrank 
back  lest  my  weight  should  be  that  which 
might  swamp  it.  I  hung  out  of  the  chains 
in  the  forecastle  for  a  time,  and  I  looked 
upon  death  doing  its  work,  grimly  and 
completely:  the  silent  going  down  into  the 
sea-depths;  the  mad,  delirious  leap;  the 
madder  rush  into  the  flames ;  the  sodden 
stupor  of  intoxication 
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"And  if  death  is  permitted  to  do  his 
wot-k  in  such  wholesale  style,"  said  Simon 
Burge,  "  of  what  value  can  be  one  or  more 
lives  r  . 

"  Such  was  not  my  thought,"  replied  Mr. 
Paul,  "I  felt  that  he  who  aided  death  committed 
treason  against  life,  and  through  life  (which 
is  the  spirit  of  God)  against  high  Heaven.  I 
shrank  from  looking  upon  that  scene.  I 
seized  a  spar  which  floated  past  me,  and 
trusted  myself  upon  the  waters.  Even  as  I 
did  so,  I  heard  the  one  thick  scream  of  those 
who  had  crowded  into  the  boat,  as  their  frail 
vessel  swamped  and  went  down.  I  was  near 
them.  The  mother  and  her  child,  for  her 
grasp  had  the  tenacity  of  love,  rose  close  by 
me.  I  seized  them,  and  gave  her  the  spar 
as  a  support.  We  drifted  from  the  crowd — 
away  alone  upon  the  sea.  The  sun  went 
down  from  us,  and  the  twi%ht  crept  over  us, 
and  we  seemed,  in  my  confusion,  to  be 
moving  amidst  the  stars.  Some  words 
passed  betwixt  us.    Incoherent  they  must 
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have  beeD,  for  I  did  not  remember  them.  It 
was  about  break  of  the  early  morning  when 
the  mother's  hold  loosed,  and  she  slipt  away. 
From  an  almost  senseless  state,-  I  awoke, 
shortly  afterwards,  to  find  myself  saved.  The 
boy,  whom  I  had  tied  to  the  board,  was  saved 
with  me.  He  only  left  me  yesterday,  for  he 
has  been  with  me,  and  as  a  son,  ever  since." 

"  You  adopted  him,  then,"  remarked 
Simon  Burge. 

"  To  save  his  life  from  the,  waves,"  said 
Mr.  Paul,  "  would  have  been  a  poor  gift,  had 
I  then  left  him  to  the  want  and  destitution  of 
unfriended  orphan£^e.  Through  peril  I  had 
preserved  him^  and  loving  him,  as  I  came  to 
do,  I  loved  him  best  of  all,  because  I  knew — 
to  deceive  myself  would  be  worse  than  folly 
— because  I  knew,  that  to  save  his  life  at  that 
hour  of  danger,  I  would  have  sacrificed  my 
own." 

His  hearer,  shrugging  his  shoulders,  did 
not  offer  any  observation  in  words. 
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"  I  reached  my  destination,  Barbadoes," 
continued  Mr.  Paul,  ^'and  I  was  successful 
in  business;  successful  beyond  my  hopes. 
As  soon  as  I  could,  I  employed  a  gentleman 
in  London  to  seek  out  the  children  of  my 
brother.  He  did  so,  and  discovered  them, 
carefully  nurtured  and  tended  by  old  Jeremy 
Elt.  His  goodness  Heaven  rewarded,  and 
will  yet  ftirther  reward;  ay,  filling  up  his 
measure  of  requital  to  overflowing.  I  had 
the  two  girls  sent  to  a  place  where  they  were 
well  brought  up  and  educated.  I  have  made 
them,  as  far  as  was  in  my  power,  sharers  in 
my  prosperity.  They  are  under  this  roof 
now.  You  have  seen  them  and  old  Jeremy  Elt 
together — I  know  not  with  what  feelings." 

"  It  was  certainly  strange,"  said  Simon 
Burge,  "  to  see  us  all  together." 

He  uttered  these  words  in  the  tone  of  one 
expected  to  say  something,  but  who  has 
nothing  very  material  to  oflfer. 

"  It  may  be  the  nature  of  crime  to  shrink 
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from  purity,"  resumed  Stephen  Paul,  "  or  it 
may  have  been  the  sensitiveness  of  one  con- 
scious of  bis  guilt ;  but  I  did  at  first  hesitate 
to  bring  them — they,  all  pure,  and  guileless, 
and  innocent,  under  the  same  roof  with  me. 
But  a  strange  craving  for  theu*  love  was  in 
my  heart.  I  thought  that  if  I  could  win 
their  affections,  it  would  be  a  sign  that 
Heaven  did  in  some  measure  pardon  me, 
and  I  succeeded.  I  do  believe  they  love  me. 
The  first  sunshine  that  my  heart  has  known 
since  the  sunshine  of  my  unstained  boyhood 
went  from  it,  that  feeling  has  thrown  upon 
it.  Ah,  Simon  Burge!  beware  that  you 
shadow  not  what  is  dearer  to  me  than  life." 

He  paused  as  if  to  lend  more  weight  to 
the  warning  voice  with  which  he  spoke  these 
last  words. 

I  have  detailed  these  things,"  he  resumed, 
"not  to  gratify  your  curiosity,  nor  that  the 
relation  affords  to  me  any  relief.  I  have 
told  you  how  I  sought  to  atone  for  the  past ; 
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how  I  have  repented,  and  how  I  do  repent, 
not  in  mere  words,  nor  in  mere  feeling,  but 
seeking  as  far  as  possible  to  lessen  the  effects 
of  the  evil  I  have  done.  To  me,  then,  such 
as  I  have  shown  myself,  judge  you,  and 
with  all  candour  I  speak  it,  if  I  saw  you 
to-day  with  pleasure,  if  your  coming  can  be 
welcome,  or  if  the  desire  you  express  to 
remain  here,  be  one  that  I  can  accede  to 
or  gratify." 

As  Simon  Surge  heard  these  words,  his 
countenance  darkened. 

"  If  I  were  alone,  it  might  be  otherwise," 
said  Mr.  Paul.  "  But  for  them — ^think  your- 
self of  that.  I  have  addressed  you  through- 
out as  if  you  were  the  same  as  I  have  ever 
known  you,  for  I  see  it  is  plam  that  you  are 
not  altered.  My  hair  has  become  grey 
almost  to  whiteness;  my  brow  is  clouded 
with  a  shadow  that  seldom  leaves  it.  Of 
these  there  is  no  sign  about  you.  You 
have  the  same  incredulity  [of  all  that  claims 
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praise,  or  is  of  good  repute ;  the  same  cold 
smile;  the  same  dark  brow.  You  are,  I 
see  it  well  and  tell  you  it  plainly,  unchanged." 

"Unchanged!"  retorted  Simon  Surge, 
with  a  bitter  laugh.  "  Reading  change  by 
the  types  and  print-marks  which  you  have 
just  recounted,  I  fear  I  am  still  unchanged. 
I  have  not  repented.  Had  I  ever  so  much 
desired  to  do  so — and  I  do  not  say  I  ever 
did — I  had  no  opportunity," 

"  He  who  is  willing  to  change,  needs  not 
wait  for  opportunity,"  said  Mr.  Paul. 

"  Again  the  parrot-cant  of  saintliness," 
exclaimed  Simon  Surge.  "  Opportunities, 
it  would  cry,  are  always  to  be  made.  A  lie  ! 
I  say;  a  boasting  lie  by  which  virtue  (so 
called)  seeks  to  plume  itself  the  more. 
Would  not  the  man  who  is  following  some 
path  of  crime,  and  sees  the  gallows  looming 
in  the  distance,  would  not  he,  if  he  could, 
turn  aside  from  that  sweet  goal?  Has 
not  your  self-satisfied  virtue  painted  in 
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pale  shadows  sufficient  torments  for  the 
future,  to  make  him  anxious  to  avoid  a 
single  risk,  if  by  a  single  chance  such  may 
be  true  ?  Talk  of  opportunities !  they  do  not 
fall  to  all  as  they  have  done  to  you.  But 
whether  they  are  a  mere  lottery  or  may  be 
made,  let  them  pass.    I  have  not  changed." 

Boldly  as  he  spoke,  the  bitterness  and 
chagrin  that,  spite  of  his  efforts,  mingled 
in  his  words,  may  have  been  moved  by 
the  prosperity  which  surrounded  Mr.  Paul, 
and  by  hearing  it  all  attributed  to  change 
and  repentance. 

"  I  have  been,"  he  continued,  "  since  I 
saw  you  last,  in  many  a  strange  scene.  My 
life  has  been  chequered  with  many  an  adven- 
ture. I  have  had  the  smile  of  beauty  on 
my  path,  to  loiter  and  bask  in  at  my  will. 
I  have  had  the  reputation  of  courage,  such 
as  to  make  those  whom  I  disliked  or  hated — 
for  I  have  had  the  folly  to  hate — fear  and 
tremble.     I  have  had   subservience  and 
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adulation  when  my  favour  was  worth 
winning,  and  if  I  granted  it,  the  price  paid 
was  never  small.  To  all,  even  to  the  beauty 
I  wooed,  I  loved  to  be  a  tyrant.  Tyranny, 
masterdom  over  all  with  whom  I  had  to 
deal,  was  ever  to  me  a  pleasure.  That 
enjoyment  I  should  have  laid  aside,  had  I 
gone  seeking  an  opportunity  of  weakly 
whimpaing  for  the  past." 

"Tell  me,"  said  Stephen  Paul,  "how 
you  have  lived?" 

"Not  unfirequently  by  robbery,"  was 
the  reply. 

"  Man !"  cried  Stephen  Paul,  starting  to 
his  feet. 

"  Do  not  be  alarmed,"  said  Simon  Surge 
with  a  smile ;  "  I  did  nothing  mean,  nor 
coarse,  nor  unpleasant;  I  committed  no 
burglaries.  I  used  no  adroit  fingers.  I 
robbed  as  honourable  men  are  wont  to  do ; 
I  plundered  as  many  a  one  with  a  proud 
title  has  done ;  I  was  a  gambler." 

I  2 
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His  words  were  received  in  silence. 

"  See/'  he  continued,  "  even  you,  virtuous 
as  change  has  made  you,  do  not  hear  the 
word  with  such  startled  ear  as  when  I  spoke 
of  plain,  rude  robbery.  Say  what  you  like, 
the  sophisms  of  the  world  are  not  cobwebs ; 
they  are  potent  chains.  I  now  tell  you 
plainly,  that  as  a  gambler,  as  the  winner  of 
others'  money  on  strictly  honourable  princi- 
ples, I  have  done  deeds — and  many  such  as 
I  am  do  the  same — ^from  which  the  poor 
thief  who  feeds  on  bread  and  water  within  the 
gaol-walls,  would  turn  away  with  a  shudder. 

"Yet,"  he  proceeded,  with  the  same 
gleaming  smile  upon  his  face,  "I  did  not 
lose  station.  Many  of  my  honourable  friends 
would  shoot  you,  if  you  denied  that  they  were 
gentlemen.  Still  I  confess  to  you,  that  my 
expenence  does  not  warrant  me  in  building 
up  an  ideal  system  of  virtue.  Vice,  I  much 
fear,  grows  naturally,  while  virtue  is  as  hard 
to  rear  as  any  exotic." 
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He  stopped  as  if  he  had  concluded  aU  that 
he  meant  to  say.  Mr.  Paul  looked  towards 
him  inquiringly. 

"  You  would  not  have  me  give  you  details 
in  proof  of  my  assertion/'  he  returned. 
^'It  is,  at  all  events,  scarcely  worth  while. 
Business  called  me  down  to  this  neighbour- 
hood ;  and  meeting  Mr.  Elt,  I  suspected  from 
what  he  told  me  that  some  strange  chance, 
had  brought  you  here.  You  must  pardon 
my  curiosity  which  made  me  anxious  to  see 
and  ascertain  how  these  things  were." 

"  I  cannot  simulate  a  friendliness  I  do 
not  feel,"  said  Mr.  Paul.  "I  cannot  say 
that  you  are  welcome  here.  Why  should 
you  wish  to  remain?  Do  you  not  see 
that  there  are  many  reasons  why  you 
ought  not?" 

"  No  allusion  to  the  past,"  replied  Simon 
Burge,  "  shall  escape  my  lips ;  on  that  you 
may  depend.  I  will  hide  all  my  vicious 
ways,   and  be  to  all,   except  yourself,  a 
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poUshed,  smooth-spoken  gentlenian.  You 
need,  therefore,  be  under  no  apprehen- 
sions." 

"  I  have  none  for  myself/'  rejoined  Mr. 
Paul.    "  But  for  others—" 

"And  for  others  you  may  be  equally 
free,"  persisted  Simon  Burge.  Why 
should  I  hare  any  wish  to  destroy  the 
peaceful  fabric  that  you  have  reared?  You 
have  spoken  of  opportunities.  Grant  me, 
by  a. residence  here  of  a  week,  the  oppor- 
tunity of  seeing  what  is  this  good.  It  may 
be  the  crisis  of  my  life — the  turning-point 
towards  health.  I  have  taken  a  fency  to 
remain.    You  will  gratify  me  ?" 

"  If  you  persist,  I  cannot  refuse.  *More 
than  that  I  cannot  say.  It  is  optional  with 
yourself,"  was  the  hesitating  answer. 

All  through  there  was  a  consciousness  of 
power  in  the  expression  of  his  desires,  on 
the  part  of  Mr.  Burge,  as  there  was  a  con- 
sciousness that  he  must  ultimately  yield,  if 
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required,  present  in  Mr.  Paul's  combatting  of 
his  wish. 

**Even  from  my  love  of  change,  then," 
said  Mr.  Burge,  I  will  decide  to  remain. 
One  whose  ear  has  been  dunned  with  the 
tumult  of  mixed  sounds  that  pervades  the 
busy  world,  may  find  the  excitement  of 
novdty  in  silence.  Though  your  hospitality 
is  somewhat  (and  not  unnaturally)  reluctant, 
I  will  thankfully  stay." 

"  My  nieces  are  returned,"  said  Mr.  Paul, 
submitting  to  what  he  considered  unavoid- 
able; "let  us  join  them  in  the  drawing- 
room." 

He  led  the  way,  and  Simon  Burge  fol- 
lowed him,  with  a  gleam  of  triumph  flitting 
across  his  face. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

Mr.  Burge  makes  himself  at  home,  and  insists  upon 
doing  as  he  pleases. 

No  consciousness  that  he  had  intruded 
himself,  or  that  his  presence  at  Glenwood 
was  most  unwelcome,  seemed  to  cause  Simon 
Burge  a  single  moment's  uneasiness.  His 
desire  in  its  selfish  gratification  overlooked 
and  slighted  the  wishes  and  inclinations  of 
all  others.  He  had  every  reason  to  know 
that  Mr.  Paul  disliked  his  stay,  and  he  could 
see  how  tremblingly  apprehensive  he  was  lest 
some  evil  should  result  from  his  continued 
residence.  Day  after  day,  as  his  visit  was 
prolonged,  acting  under  the  influence  of  this 
fear,  Mr.  Paul  clung  to  his  side.  He  waited 
upon  him  when  he  rose ;  he  introduced  him 
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to  the  breakfast-table;  he  accompanied  him 
throughout  the  day,  and  spent  the  evening 
talking  to  him,  or  listening  to  his  conversa- 
tion. He  gave  him  little  opportunity  of 
being  alone  with  his  nieces.  He  was  uneasy 
while  he  remained  in  their  presence.  He 
shrank  away  when  Simon  Burge  addressed 
them,  or,  lying  in  wait  for  the  purpose,  in- 
tercepted his  observations  and  turned  them 
aside.  When  his  visitor  bent  his  bold  gaze 
on  Barbara's  beauty,  or  let  it  rest  with  visible 
admiration  on  Amy,  a  frown  would  gather  on 
their  uncle's  brow,  and  with  some  trivial  ex- 
cuse he  would  shorten  the  interview.  He 
seemed  determined  and  careful  that  Simon 
Burge  sh9uld  be  his  visitor  only. 

Yet  people  who  met  them  wandering 
together  out  of  doors,  said  that  they  seemed 
anything  but  social  companions.  Sometimes 
they  walked  in  perfect  silence,  and  sometimes, 
on  the  contrary,  appeared  to  carry  on  debates 
which  their  gestures  and  tones  marked  as  far 
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from  being  pleasant  arguments.  Opinion 
amongst  the  peasantry  around  was  divided 
upon  the  character  of  Mr.  Surge.  Some 
alleged  that  he  was  a  fine,  dashing  gentle- 
man ;  while  others  maintained  that  he  had  too 
much  boldness  in  his  face  to  be  altogether 
good.  His  ofF-hand,  easy  manner,  however, 
gradually,  as  his  stay  was  prolonged,  increased 
the  number  of  his  admirers.  Schooled  in  all 
worldly,  artificial  ways,  he  readily  adapted 
himself  to  the  temper  of  those  with  whom 
be  had  to  deal ;  and  assimilation  in  manner 
soon  wins  sympathy  and  good-feeling. 

On  one  occasion,  Barbara  Paul  returning 
with  Amy  from  the  village  whither  they  had 
gone  on  some  unimportant  errand,  but  where 
they  had  found  waiting  for  them  at  the  post- 
ofiice  a  letter  to  the  former  from  Reuben 
Lfcigh,  were  tempted  to  prolong  their  walk 
up  by  the  river — their  noisy,  green  water,  as 
Amy's  Irish  phrase  named  it  by  description. 
The  shading  trees  whispering  of  coolness  (for 
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the  day  was  hot  and  bright)  helped  to  lure 
their  steps,  and,  perhaps  (for  there  are  some 
sweet  Dryads  living  still),  accorded  sooth- 
ingly with  the  feelings  the  welcome  missive 
roused.  Tracing  the  windings  and  hollowed- 
out  bendings,  and  sudden  sharp  ascents,  and 
unexpected  openings,  and  every  other  device 
that  ever  a  devious  path  possessed,  they 
reached  at  last  their  foaming,  noisy,  imper- 
tinent, bantam  Niagara.  By  it  they  found 
their  unde  seated,  watching  the  fall  of  the 
waters  with  that  fixed,  unseeing  gaze  which 
bespeaks  thoughts  closely  occupied.  He 
started  as  Amy  sprang  to  bis  side  to  an- 
nounce to  him  the  letter  from  Reuben  Leigh, 
and  turned  eagerly  then  to  hear  Barbara 
inform  him  of  all  that  Reuben  wrote. 

While  she  did  so,  Simon  Burge  came  up 
through  the  shrubbery,  and  paused  for  a 
moment  unseen ;  overhearing  Barbara  as  she 
read  of  Reuben — how  he  had  reached  Lon- 
don— how  he  had  spent  bis  time  there — 
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and  how  this  letter  was  his  last  act  on 
terra  firma^  for  his  ship  was  spreading  her 
sails  to  drop  down  the  river. 

Simon  Burge  cared  little  for  all  this,  but 
he  noted  with  what  eager,  blushing  joy 
Barbara  narrated  these  and  other  as  simple 
facts.  There  was  something  in  her  manner 
which  roused  his  curiosity,  for  he  hung  back 
to  hear  further. 

There  was  a  great  deal  of  the  letter  which 
Barbara,  with  a  still  brighter  blush,  skipped, 
and  which  parts  Amy,  laughingly,  insisted 
upon  her  reading.  In  all  that  she  did  read, 
there  was  a  certain  tone,  the  impress  of  one 
feeling,  so  perceptible,  that  even  Simon 
Burge  understood  its  import;  and  whatever 
it  may  have  been  to  him,  moved  away,  and 
ceased  to  listen. 

"  I  wish  Reuben  were  returned,"  said 
Mr.  Paul ;  "  I  abeady  begin  to  wish  it. 
Do  you  not  feel  lonely  without  him?" 

"  Oh,  no,"  replied  Amy,  with  a  laugh. 
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**  Since  he  went,  we  have  had  better  com- 
pany." 

"  In  what,  Amy  ?"  said  her  uncle,  in- 
terrupting her  with  some  uneasiness. 

"  In  his  remembered  presence,"  rejoined 
Amy,  with  pleasing  seriousness. 

"  And  how  in  that  ?"  asked  her  uncle, 
with  the  look  of  one  relieved  from  some- 
thing that  he  had  dreaded. 

Barbara  was  most  sedulously  engaged  in 
watching  the  bantam  Niagara,  foaming 
again  in  its  bold,  small  efforts  to  be  proud 
and  burly ;  but  Amy  believed  that  she  was 
only  pretending  to  watch. 

"  Ah,  come  here,  Barbara,"  she  called  to 
her,  and  tell  our  imbelieving,  unimaginative 
unde  what  even  the  waters  say.  Tell  him 
how  plainly  and  plaintively,  here  above  the 
fall,  they  say,  *  Farewell,  Barbara and  how 
there  they  leap  down  to  embrace  one  another, 
eager  as  parted  lovers,  with  a  cry  of  joy." 

"  Does  Amy  express  what  Barbara  feels. 
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or  is  it  all  mere  fancy  ?"  inquired  Mr.  Paul, 
betrayed  into  a  smile. 

"  Amy  expresses,"  replied  his  niece  herself, 
"  what  she  observes,  and  what  she  is  taught, 
at  times  when  you  are  not  present,  uncle  ; 
in  hours  like  this,  provided  the  place  be 
such  as  this,  where  the  trees  make  twilight 
sufficiently  deep  for  the  heart's  phantoms 
to  stir  abroad ;  in  the  hours  of  dewy  even- 
ing, when  the  brain,  half-dosed  like  the 
flowers,  feeds  on  sweet  thoughts,  as  they 
upon  their  fragrance;  and,  above  all,  O 
infidel  unde,  when  the  moon  comes  with 
a  dream  of  douds  and  peeping  stars." 

"  Amy  has  fancy  enough  for  her  unde 
and  Barbara  both,"  returned  Mr.  Paul ;  "  yet 
I  believe  I  could  myself  picture  one  other 
pensive  thinker." 

"  What,  uncle  !"  exclaimed  Barbara  Paul, 
with  an  air  of  alarm,  ''are  you  about  to 
suffer  yourself  to  be  led  by  Amy  through 
wayward  paths  into  the  fields  of  fancy?" 
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"  Fancy,  Barbara/'  replied  her  uncle,  "  is 
often  experience  masquerading  in  a  pleasant 
guise  ;  it  is  so  with  me.  But  I  was  about 
from  memory  to  paint  the  flowing  ocean, 
and  the  long  roll  of  its  swelling  waves ;  and 
the  cloudless  heaven,  through  which  come 
the  same  stars  that  we  may  look  upon  to- 
night; then  to  ask  you  to  see  with  me 
one  who,  leaning  against  the  ship's  sides, 
watches  and  muses,  and  whose  thoughts,  wan- 
dering all  the  way  back  to  Glenwood  here, 
are  melted  down  to  softness  (for  in  hard  out- 
lines neither  beauty  nor  fancy  dwells,  as 
Amy  will  instruct  us)  by  the  rustling  of 
the  sails  above." 

"Never  again,  uncle,  never  again,"  cried 
Amy,  "  will  I  caD  you  untaught  or  infidel/' 

"  Yet  see,"  continued  Mr.  Paul,  "  how 
fancy  but  borrows  from  experience.  Never 
have  I  listened  to  a  sound  so  soft  and  full  of 
melancholy,  so  much  breathing  the  spirit  of 
the  past,  as  the  rustling  of  the  sail  as  it  fills 
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to  the  wind,  and  bears  you  away  from  land, 
and  home,  and  all  that  you  have  known. 
Listening  to  it,  amidst  the  far-off  seas,  and 
under  the  watching  stars,  happy  indeed  is 
Reuben  Leigh  that  it  but  wakes  the  memo- 
ries and  sighs  of  love  and  thoughts  akin  to 
such.  In  his  place,  how  grievous  would  be 
grief!  how  dark  would  be  the  sense  of 
crime  !    how  terrible,  remorse !" 

Did  fancy  borrow  from  experience,  that  he 
who  drew  the  picture,  shuddered  so  ?  Amy, 
looking  on  his  face,  smiled  no  longer. 

Without  directly  addressing  his  nieces,  he 
resumed : 

"There  are  times  which,  with  unerring 
certainty,  await  him  who  has  committed 
wrong,  when  the  sense  of  the  wrong  done 
becomes  an  all-pervading  thought.  To  him 
life,  lonely  because  it  is  but  the  one  thought, 
and  wearisome  because  that  thought  is  of 
deadening  influence,  becomes  a  grievous 
burden." 
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"  Who  speaks  of  life  as  a  burden  ?"  ex- 
claimed Simon  Burge,  as  breaking  through 
the  matted  shrubs,  he  approached  them. 
"  What  old  man  laden  with  sticks  calls  out 
for  death  ?  Life,  I  say,  to  the  wise  never  is 
a  burden." 

"  Mr.  Burge,"  said  Barbara  Paul,  not  sorry 
to  have  her  uncle's  gloomy  reverie  broken  in 
upon,    thinks  that, 

"  '  No  life  that  breathes  with  human  breath, 
Hath  ever  truly  longed  for  death.'  " 

"  So  do  I  think,  indeed,"  he  said.  "  To 
this  world  I  would  ding  as  long  as  I  could. 
Such  a  day  as  this  would  give  one  a  superficial 
love  for  it,  at  all  events ;  and  in  everything 
I  hate  going  below  the  surface." 

"  Then,  lest  we  lose  the  day,"  said  Mr.  Paul, 
"  let  us  move ;"  and  he  rose  accordingly. 

Simon  Burge,  bearing  them  company 
homewards,  managed  that  he  should  walk 
with  Barbara  Paul.    Fashioning  some  excuse 
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for  loitering,  he  allowed  Mr.  Paul  and  Amy 
to  precede  them  at  some  distance.  He  con- 
trived, then,  to  turn  the  conversation  upon 
Reuben  Leigh ;  and  whether  it  afforded  him 
pleasure  or  not,  he  satisfied  himself  in  a  short 
time  that  the  suspicions  which  the  letter,  and 
the  manner  in  which  it  had  been  read,  had 
aroused,  were  not  ill-founded.  He  guessed 
aright  how  matters  stood  relative  to  Reuben 
Leigh. 

Very  soon  it  was  evident  that  he  wearied 
of  Mr.  Paul's  company,  and  grew  tired  of  the 
social  bondage  in  which  he  was  held.  He 
disliked  to  be  haunted  by  the  shadow  even  of 
a  host.  He  made  his  fishing-rod,  or  his 
staff,  the  excuse  for  escaping;  and  on  one 
pretence  or  another,  would  set  out  after 
breakfast  hour  for  a  long,  solitary  ramble. 
He  began  to  be  better  known  among  the 
cottagers  around,  for  he  would  often  stop 
with  them  to  rest,  or  to  hold  what  they  them- 
selves termed  a  "  Kaly,"  which  means  a 
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familiar,  gossiping  conversation,  making 
himself  on  all  occasions,  in  his  own  free 
manner,  quite  at  home.  They  in  turn  volun- 
teered to  show  him  the  shaded  depths  of  the 
river  that  the  speckled  trout  chiefly  haunted, 
or  to  guide  him  to  objects  that  they  consi- 
dered worthy  of  his  curiosity,  and  which 
he  himself  desired  to  visit,  amusing  him  all 
the  time  with  news  of  the  persons  that  lived 
in  the  neighbourhood ;  and  which  sometimes 
touched  gently,  and  not  without  adroitness, 
upon  the  family  at  Glenwood. 

These  things,  however,  did  not  engage 
him  so  much,  but  that  he  often  contrived, 
returning  unexpectedly,  to  meet  the  sisters 
while  abroad  on  some  excursion  of  business 
or  pleasure.  Frequently  he  would  join  them 
at  Mr.  Elt's  mansion,  for  there  were  certain 
days  when  he  was  almost  sure  to  find  them 
there.  And  what  with  these  meetings  at 
Castle  Elt;  with  sometimes  coming  upon 
them  as  they  loitered  home  through  the 
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woods;  with  sometimes  crossing  their  path 
when  they  sought  a  place  which  Amy  much 
loved,  the  mountain-nurtured  and  mountain- 
shadowed  lake;  the  feeling  of  strangeness 
had  gradually  worn  away,  and  Amy  Paul 
could  speak  to  him  and  hear  his  voice  in 
reply,  without  the  shrinking  away  and  timidity 
which  she  had  at  first  exhibited.  He  had 
many  a  tale  of  strange  lands  and  many  a 
gossiping  story  of  names  that  fame  had 
made  familiar,  to  which  she  would  listen 
amused  and  pleased.  Perceiving  the  dislike 
with  which  she  had  regarded  him,  he  took 
infinite  pains  to  remove  the  feeling.  It  was 
one  springing  from  no  assignable  cause,  and 
was  therefore  easily  lessened,  and  at  times 
obliterated.  Yet,  there  were  still  times, 
when  happening  to  look  into  his  face,  her 
former  aversion  would  spring  up  anew,  and 
she  would  turn  away  and  shelter  herself,  as 
it  were,  by  Barbara's  side. 

The  latter's  repugnance  he  found  more 
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difficulty  in  overcoming,  and  with  all  his 
pains  and  art  only  partially  succeeded.  His 
world-wisdom  and  his  world-lore  had  little 
charm  for  Barbara  Paul.  She  turned  a  cold 
ear  to  anecdotes  that  caused  Amy  to  smile 
into  laughter.  She  judged  him  to  be  heart- 
less and  selfish,  and  so  concluded  him  to  be 
fi-om  his  empty,  colourless  conversation. 
Nevertheless  he  found  a  way  to  win  her 
good-will.  He  spoke  loud  in  praise  of  Reuben 
Leigh,  and  that  was  a  theme  to  which 
Barbara,  despite  all  her  wisdom,  could  not 
listen  unmoved. 

But  if  the  influence  of  the  society  into 
which  he  was  thrown  and  of  the  tranquil  life 
that  he  led,  or  of  some  sincere  desire  to  see 
himself  at  least  not  disliked,  caused  him  to 
attach  himself  as  much  as  possible  to  the 
sisters,  and  induced  him  to  use  all  his  art  to 
win  tiieir  fevour,  there  were  occasions  when 
the  old  leaven  of  his  character  broke  out. 
He  was  not  always,  even  while  he  resided  at 
Glenwood,  so  simply  occupied.    Habit  was 
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too  strong  for  any  self-restraint  he  had  ever 
practised. 

When,  therefore,  thoroughly  ennuiedy  as 
was  sometimes  the  case,  with  his  undiversified 
days,  he  would  steal  away  and  take  up  his 
residence  for  a  short  time  in  the  hotel  of  the 
neighbouring  town.  This  was  the  favourite 
resort  of  those  choice  spirits  who  are  to  be 
found  in  all  places  such  as  Kilblank,  and  who 
compose  the  class  not  very  favourably  known 
either  at  home  or  abroad  of  Squireens  or 
Half-sirs.  Without  any  rational  pursuit  or 
even  rational  amusement,  they  grow  up  in 
idleness,  and  men  in  everything  except  in 
spirit,  rejoice  much  in  that  laudable  occupa- 
tion. They  even  become  proud  of  it  as  a 
distinguishing  attribute,  serving  also  to  as- 
similate them  to  certain  persons  whom  they 
regard  as  the  greatest  of  the  human  race, 
and  whose  doings  they  consider  worthy  of 
careful  imitation.  A  species  of  social  en- 
gineering engages  and  exhausts  all  their 
industrial  powers.    They  are  sedulous  in  the 
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reduction  of  the  map  of  vice,  to  a  scale 
suitable  to  their  condition  and  means.  They 
become  like  tall  dwarfs,  great  in  their  own 
estimation,  but  very  small  in  the  eyes  of 
others.  Or  they  may  be  likened  in  their 
habits  to  those  barbarians  who  unable  to 
procure  tobacco,  smoke  weeds,  and  reach  the 
consolation  at  last  of  thinking  the  substitute 
quite  as  good. 

Some  of  this  class  Mr.  Burge  met,  and 
soon  ingratiated  himself  into  their  favour. 
He  did  not  refuse  to  spend  an  evening  with 
them.  He  told  them  capital  stories,  and 
allowed  them  to  persuade  him  to  laugh  in 
turn.  He  sat  down  with  them  to  a  quiet 
game  at  loo,  which  in  a  short  time  would 
become  anything  but  quiet,  where,  however, 
he  never  lost  his  temper  or  his  money. 
It  was  strange  to  his  companions  of  the 
moment  with  what  placidity  he  went  on — 
how  little  he  seemed  to  care  for  play,  and 
how  careless  he  was ;  and  yet  how,  strangest 
of  all,  he  not  only  did  not  lose,  but  actually 
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won.  At  handicap,  too,  wherein  the  choice 
spirits  believed  themselves,  from  practice  at 
ordinaries  after  horse  races  and  other  such 
meetings,  to  be  next  to  perfect,  it  was  sin- 
gular what  good  fortune  Mr.  Burge  had. 
Nevertheless,  despite  his  success,  they  con- 
sidered him  a  fine  fellow,  and  were  very 
nearly  induced  into  the  belief  that  if  he 
remained  amongst  them,  he  would  be  almost 
as  choice  a  spirit  as  any  of  themselves. 

Nothing  of  all  these  things — neither  of 
his  frequent  meetings  with  his  nieces,  and 
of  the  gradual  progress  made  in  their  good- 
will, and  in  his  evident  design  of  ingratiating 
himself;  nor  of  these  little  outbreakings  of 
confirmed  habits  in  convivial  and  profitable 
society,  ,  escaped  or  was  unknown  to  Mr. 
Paul.  In  his  restless  uneasiness,  in  his 
nervous  anxiety,  he  had  persuaded  himself 
of  the  necessity  of  the  step,  and  had  stooped 
to  become  a  spy  upon  his  guest.  He  watched 
him  in  every  movement,  finding  in  all,  as  is 
the  wont  on  these  occasions,  stiD  greater 
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cause  for  anxiety  and  uneasiness.  He  could 
not,  however,  help  his  conduct.  He  could 
not  sleep  at  night,  if  it  were  unknown  to 
him  what  Mr.  Burge  had  done  throughout 
the  day.  He  felt  all  the  pain  of  acting  in 
this  manner,  and  looked  upon  it  even  as  a 
degradation.  When  the  bitter  feeling  how 
it  was  so  came  upon  him,  he  would  stoop 
his  head  as  to  a  blow  he  should  needs  endure, 
and  could  by  no  means  escape. 

During  all  the  time  that  he  had  resided 
at  Glenwood  hitherto,  he  had  been  averse 
to  society ;  and  this  dislike  made  his 
house  more  lonely  than  it  otherwise  might 
have  been.  Families  who  resided  in  the 
neighbourhood,  attracted  by  the  presence 
and  beauty  of  his  nieces,  had  visited  him; 
but  finding  their  attentions,  if  not  ill-received, 
at  least  unencouraged,  had  forborne  any 
further  attempts  at  intimacy.  Mr.  Paul 
seemed  now  inclined,  if  possible,  to  reverse 
this  mode  of  life.    He  prompted  his  nieces 
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to  avail  themselves  of  whatever  sodety  they 
still  retained. 

The  village  of  LisDadill,  as  well  as  its 
immediate  vicinity,  was  inhabited  chiefly  by 
Protestants.  The  village  church,  surrounded 
by  a  smooth,  green  lawn,  and  neatly-kept 
hedge-rows,  stood  not  &r  from  the  entrance 
to  Glenwood;  and  hard  by,  sheltered  and 
half-hidden  by  dark-leaved  elms,  the  house  of 
the  curate  had  ensconsced  itself.  Here,  for 
some  years,  had  lived  the  Reverend  Robert 
Andrews ;  pursuing  the  round  of  his  duties 
carefully  and  conscientiously,  and  cultivating 
(carefully  and  conscientiously,  too,  for  that 
matter)  the  glebe  lands  attached  to  the 
parsonage,  the  fruits  and  profits  of  which 
eked  out  and  increased  his  annual  stipend. 
At  times,  of  course,  he  indulged  in  sanguine 
hopes  of  becoming  a  rector,  and  enjoying  all 
the  comfort  that  waits  upon  the  occupant 
of  one  of  those  easy  chairs  of  the  church 
furniture ;  but  generally,  and  in  all  seasons 
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of  sober  reflection,  he  regarded  the  curacy 
of  Ldsnadill  as  a  perpetual  one.  In  the  quest 
for  promotion,  others  had  been  preferred 
before  him ;  and  they  were  greater,  and  there- 
fore, he  doubted  not,  better  men. 

He  was  married,  of  course  (for  inevitably 
all  curates  are),  and  equally,  of  course,  had  a 
large,  if  not  superabundant  family  (for  in 
that  respect  also  a  curate  is  always  singularly 
blessed).  The  little  ones  had  arrived  with 
remarkable  regularity,  and  had  grown  evenly, 
according  to  their  years ;  so  that  there  were  ten 
steps  in  his  flight  of  stairs.  Mr.  Andrews, 
and  his  homely,  kind-hearted  wife,  were  much 
liked  by  Barbara  and  Amy  Paul.  In  his 
noisy  troop  of  children  Amy  took  especial 
delight,  and  chiefly  upon  the  latest  comers 
(£sdr-haired,  blue-eyed,  wild  little  savages) 
lavished  her  c^  and  affection. 

Mr.  Andrews  was  one  of  the  very  few 
who  persisted,  notwithstanding  Mr.  Paul's 
manner,  in  maintaining  an  intimacy  with  his 
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nieces.  His  office  gave  him  a  better  oppor- 
tunity than  others  possessed,  and  he  used 
it  in  accordance  with  his  inclination  and  his 
sense  of  duty.  Reuben  Leigh,  too,  had  stood 
high  in  his  favour,  and  frequently  for  many 
an  hour  was  his  companion  in  rambles 
through  the  mountains  and  fields.  He  often 
called  upon  the  sisters,  and  insisted  upon 
their  spending  an  evening  with  him  at  the 
parsonage;  but  no  persuasions  were  of  any 
avail  to  make  Mr.  Paul  accompany  them. 
And  now,  though  the  latter's  reluctance  to 
see  them  go  out  was  almost  entirely  removed, 
he  still  continued  to  adhere  to  his  lonely 
ways.  Castle  Elt  was  the  only  place  for 
which  he  ever  left  his  own  home. 

To  the  village  church.  Amy  Paul  had 
taken  particular  fancy.  Everything  that 
could  be  found  to  beautify  or  suitably  adorn 
it,  she  insisted  upon  procuring,  and  whenever 
a  visible  improvement  was  eflFected,  went 
wild  with  delight.    Rose-trees  and  training- 
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plants,  and  a  hundred  other  devices,  were 
sent  from  Glenwood,  and  Amy  and  the 
sexton  (a  lazy  fellow  whom  she  found  it 
constantly  necessary  to  stimulate  with  sundry 
guerdons  and  largesses)  ^  laying  their  heads 
together,  elaborated  many  a  change,  at  which 
Mr.  Andrews  shook  his  head  dubiously,  but 
found  it  useless  to  talk  in  opposition.  Some- 
how, too,  he  could  not  help  thinking  it  strange 
that  his  young  friend  should,  even  with  all 
her  wayward  fancy,  spend  so  much  time  and 
pains  in  adorning  that  whose  chief  duty  was 
through  the  long,  silent,  lapse  of  years,  to 
sentinel  the  dead. 

Of  late.  Amy  Paul  had  bethought  herself 
of  having  a  stained  window,  and  had  utterly 
startled  Mr.  Andrews  by  the  suggestion. 
But  she  set  herself  to  describe  to  him  how 
beautifrd  it  would  be,  and  all  his  demurs 
vanished  before  her  words,  made  radiant  by 
her  subject.  Further,  she  told  him  that  she 
had  read  of  the  light  falling  like  a  glory  upon 
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the  carved  name  of  some  sleeper ;  and  that 
she  was  determined,  whenever  she  laid  her 
head  down  as  such,  that  her  name  (and  it 
was  simple  enough)  should  be  so  lit  up. 
She  asked  him,  with  argumentative  query, 
if  it  would  not  be  a  pleasure  to  have  the  calm 
figures  of  holy  men  grouped  round  her  rest- 
ing place,  for  he  should  know  that  she  had 
resolved,  in  the  fulness  of  allotted  time,  to  be 
buried  in  Lisnadill,  her  own  church.  The 
figures,  how  grouped,  and  how  coloured,  she 
would  herself  design,  and  submit  them  to 
Barbara's  judgment,  which  no  enthusiasm 
(Mr.  Andrews  might  be  sure)  would  carry 
away.  And  as  to  the  expense,  for  it  was  the 
last  objection  made  as  it  seemed  weightiest, 
why  she  would  subscribe,  and  Barbara  would 
subscribe,  and  Mr.  Elt,  and  her  uncle,  and 
Reuben  Leigh,  too,  for  he  would  be  home 
again  quite  in  time.  When  Mr.  Andrews 
perceived  that  there  would  be  so  many  pre- 
paratory steps,  and  that  it  would  take  so 
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long  a  time  to  complete  the  task ;  and  finaUy, 
that  it  was  all  to  be  submitted  to  Barbara's 
judgment,  he  gave  his  consent  and  free 
licence. 

Having  arranged  these  preliminaries,  Amy 
Paul  set  about  the  matter  with  all  her  heart. 
Having  taken  upon  herself  to  make  out  and 
furnish  the  designs,  what  portraying  of 
faces,  and  selection  of  colours,  and  choice  of 
styles  she  had.  At  last,  dissatisfied  with 
many  fruitless  eflEbrts,  she  cast  away  her  book 
patterns,  and  resolved  to  sketch  from  natural 
and  original  sources.  For  this  purpose  she 
secured  the  services  of  Mr.  Elt. 

Not  that  "dear  Father  Jeremy"  was  in- 
tended to  figure  either  as  saint  or  apostle. 
His  face,  good  in  its  homeliness  as  it  was, 
had  not  the  exact  .expression  that  Amy 
required.  The  commission  he  had  under- 
taken,  was  to  find  out  and  procure  suitable 
model  features.  Having  his  own  idea  of 
holiness  and  calmness  of  look,  he  succeeded 
in  the  selection  of  many  faces,  but  all  from 
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the  humble  class  of  eleemosynary  suitors. 
When  he  secured  any  of  these  which  he 
considered  appropriate,  he  would  send  word 
through  Mr.  Trouton  (who  did  not  half  like 
the  proceeding),  and  Amy  would  steal  down 
to  Castle  Elt  and  sketch  them,  to  the  no 
small  astonishment  of  those  whose  features 
she  portrayed.  Many  of  them  expressed 
some  reluctance  lest  they  should  be  in  any 
way  "  charmed  but  the  smile  of  the  artist 
to  whom  they  sat,  had  always  magic  enough 
to  win  them  to  submission,  even  when  the 
liberal  reward  oflFered  for  their  services  failed 
to  do  so. 

She  had  finished  a  number  of  these 
sketches,  and  in  the  drawing-room  of  Glen- 
wood  submitted  them  to  the  judgment  of 
Mr.  Andrews.  He  could  do  little  else  than 
praise  them,  for  they  were  indeed  well  and 
faithfully  executed.  Mr.  Burge,  who  had 
entered  the  room,  approached  the  table  and 
took  up  some  of  the  drawings. 

"  Miss  Paul,"  he  said  with  a  smile,  "  seems 
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to  me  to  have  sketched  them  a  little  too 
faithfuUy." 

"  How  so  ?"  she  asked. 

"Though  intended  for  personages,"  he 
answered,  "  whom  being  canonized  we  must, 
I  suppose,  idealize  as  great  and  noble,  I  think 
I  can  trace  the  original  of  most  of  these. 
There  is  a  little  too  much  thankfulness  and 
humbleness  in  the  features.  Pardon  me, 
Miss  Amy,  but  this  Apostle  is  most  unmis- 
takably an  Irishman." 

"Taken  at  all  events  from  the  land  of 
saints,"  observed  Mr.  Andrews. 

"And  still  more,"  continued  Mr.  Burge, 
"  equally  as  unmistakably  a  beggarman." 

Amy,  though  somewhat  mortified,  could 
not  forbear  laughing  at  the  criticism,  which 
was  indeed  very  true. 

Mr.  Biu-ge,  however,  proceeded  to  speak 
of  Royal  Galleries,  and  famous  collections, 
^Tid  great  paintings  which  he  had  seen,  and 
seemed  so  familiar  with  the  canons  and  rules 
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of  art,  that  he  installed  himself  in  Amy's 
estimation  as  a  critic,  and  being  often  appealed 
to  afterwards,  gladly  seized  the  opportunity 
of  further  advancing  himself  in  her  favoui*. 

Had  he  been  content  to  remain  in  some 
measure  a  stranger,  or  forborne  to  intrude 
himself  into  the  company  of  the  sisters,  Mr. 
Paul  had,  perhaps,  endured  his  presence  with 
patience  and  some  calmness.  But  when  he 
saw  him  seek  to  become  familiar  and  in- 
timate ;  when  he  saw  him  use  all  his  arts  to 
beat  down  the  instinctive  dislike  with  which 
he  had  been  received;  when  he  saw  him 
encroach  upon  their  daily  pursuits  and  make 
himself  a  part  of  their  daily  life,  his  indignation 
was  roused,  and  his  angry  feelings  sore  beset 
him.  To  think  (was  his  indignant  thought) 
that  this  man,  the  practised  gambler  and 
worldling  who  came  from  haunts  of  guilt  and 
vice — to  think  that  he  should  make  his  home 
where  they  dwelt,  Kving  as  they  lived,  and 
becoming,  for  what  purpose  he  couJd  not 
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guess,  and  dared  not  surmise,  the  friend  and 
companion  of  their  innocent  hours.  It  was 
not  to  be  marvelled  at  that  his  anger,  forced 
to  be  restrained,  made  itself  visible  on  Stephen 
Paul's  brow.  Simon  Burge  had  come  like 
an  evil  doud  betwixt  him  and  the  sunshine 
that  had  begun  to  brighten  on  his  life,  and  it 
was  there  the  shadow  which  his  presence  cast 
was  first  seen. 

For  there  was  that  secret  past,  out  of  which 
he  had  appeared,  and  of  which  he  seemed  to 
know  so  much.  He  linked  it  with  the 
present,  and  awakening  its  spectres  and 
gloom,  he  endowed  them  with  greater  power 
and  reality.  In  that  past  there  were  many 
reasons  why  Mr.  Paul  should  not  well  bear  to 
look  upon  him,  and  many  why  forced  to 
do  so  he  should  grow  pale,  and  anxious,  and 
solitary  more  than  ever.  Depression  won 
over  him  until  it  seemed  to  enwrap  his  form 
and  to  hang  like  a  dragging  cloud  upon  every 
movement.   In  this  silent  change  there  was 
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an  appeal  to  Simon  Burge,  but  if  understood 
it  fell  on  one  selfishly  heedless  and  hardened. 
Nor  when  he  listened  to  supplications  clothed 
in  words,  did  he  hear  them  with  feelings  at 
all  different.  It  was  in  the  same  room  in 
which  their  first  interview  had  taken  place, 
almost  in  the  same  attitude,  and  with  the 
same  appearance — the  same  cold,  gleaming 
smile  on  Simon  Surge's  face ;  the  same 
irresolute  anguish  on  that  of  Stephen  Paul. 

"  You  have  remained  with  me  now,"  said 
the  latter,  for  more  than  a  month.  You  can 
number  the  days  exactly,  for  I  have  marked 
that  on  which  you  came.  I  cannot  endure 
this  much  longer.  I  am  giving  way,  and  you 
see  it.  I  need  not  teU  you,  you  know  that 
it  grievously  afflicts  me  to  have  you  here." 

Simon  Burge,  looking  up  with  simulated 
astonishment,  said  that  he  was  sorry  that 
time  which  he  had  found  to  pass  so  pleasantly, 
should  have  proved  so  much  otherwise  with 
his  kind  host. 
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"  Do  not  speak  with  thin  hypocrisy,"  was 
the  vexed  reply.  "  Your  host  I  have  been, 
but  a  most  unwilling  one.  I  thought  that 
telling  you  so,  you  would  have  had  sufficient 
pride  to  save  me  from  your  intrusion  and 
yourself  from  the  feeling  that  you  so  in- 
trude." 

"  I  have  pride,"  rejoined  Simon  Burge, 
with  unchanged  features,  save  that  for  one 
transient  moment  the  blood  darkened  in  his 
face,  "such  pride  as  you,  poor  and  down- 
hearted, do  not  possess.  I  know  that  I  do 
not  intrude,  because  in  that  pride  and  by 
right  of  boldness  I  am  your  master.  I  fear 
for  no  weak  fabric  that  a  breath  may  over- 
turn. Virtue  has  made  you  a  slave,  with  a 
slave's  trembling  faults.  I  have  wooed  crime, 
and,  flaunting  and  deceptive  as  she  is,  I  dasp 
her  with  no  weak  embrace.  She  has  taught 
me  audacity,  and  found  me  no  mean  pupil." 

"  That  you  are  boldly  bad,  I  doubt  not," 
said  Mr.  Paul    "  I  never  did  doubt  it.  But 


Digitized'by  Google 


150 


AMY  PAUL, 


it  is  that  badness  and  that  boldness  which 
make  me  shrink  from  you  as  I  do.  You 
have  been  here  sufficiently  long  to  know  that 
this  roof  shelters  those  whom  crime  has  no 
right  to  meet,  and  least  of  all  such  criminal 
as  you.  There  are  places  that  ought  to  be 
sacred.  The  temple  of  innocence  should  be 
guarded.  Your  entering  into  it  is  a  sacrilege ; 
your  abiding  in  it,  one  still  greater." 

"You  speak  plainly,"  was  the  answer; 
"  let  me  do  so,  too.  What  confers  upon  you  a 
title  ?  Is  it  your  late  sprung,  sickly  virtue, 
or  your  emasculated  guilt  ?" 

Stephen  Paul  bowed  his  head  into  his 
hands  and  remained  silent. 

"  Years  of  sore  anguish  ;  coimted  hours  of 
remorse,"  he  said  at  last,  in  a  low,  broken 
voice,  and  without  raising  his  eyes,  "  may 
have  given  me  some  portion  of  title.  For 
years  I  have  been  their  friend  and  protector. 
I  am  their  uncle." 

"  You  say,"  was  the  ruthless  reply,  "  that 
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I  have  been  here  long  enough  to  know  whom 
this  roof  shelt^s.  I  know  this,  or  I  am 
much  mistaken,  that  your  years  of  protection 
and  your*  title  of  relation  would  go  for  no-* 
thing  before  one  single  glimpse  of  the  past/' 

"Your  words,  that  bespeak  yotir  know- 
ledge and  imply  your  power,''  said  Mr.  Paul, 
"involve  a  threat.  You  would  not  be  less 
than  the  very  fiends.  You  would  not  dare 
to  breathe  of  what  is  past  a  single  word." 

He  spoke  with  a  forced  calmness  that  his 
Kvid  lips  belied. 

"Your  coming  has  been  punishment 
enough,"  he  continued,  "  without  your 
seeking  to  aggravate  it  by  threats,  the  more 
felt  the  more  obscure  you  make  them.  Tell 
me  what  you  want.  I  have  money.  Ask, 
take  what  you  will,  if  that  be  what  you  desire. 
But  spare,  if  you  have  any  mercy,  spare  me 
these  threatening  words." 

Simon  Burge  stood  beside  him,  and  laid 
his  hand  upon  his  arm. 


Digitized  by  Google 


152 


AMY  PAUL. 


"  I  do  not  mean  to  threaten,"  he  said. 
"  I  will  do  you  no  wrong.  Cruelty  or 
tyranny  is  in  my  blood,  I  believe,  and  I 
spoke  merely  to  show  my  power. ,  But  do 
not  speak  to  me  of  your  money.  RecoUect 
that  I  am  proud,  and  do  not  stoop  to  mean- 
ness. My  will  has  ever  been,  and  must 
still  be  my  guide.  We  have  known  each 
other  too  long  to  quarrel  now.  Do  not  seek, 
therefore,  in  any  way  to  coerce  me." 

"  My  life,"  said  Mr.  Paul,  with  the  same 
bloodless  lips,  "  is  little.  I  would  give  it  up 
to  you  or  any  other  claimant  in  a  moment. 
I  believe  1  could  rejoice  in  the  sacrifice,  for 
it  has  become  to  me  a  weariness  and  sorrow. 
My  wealth,  as  far  as  I  am  concerned,  I  would 
resign.  Without  any  reluctance  I  would  go 
forth  a  beggar,  so  that  I  might  purchase 
peace  of  mind.  That  1  thought  I  had  in 
some  measure  gained,  and  chiefly  through 
that  which  it  would  wring  my  heart  to  part 
with — the  love  of  my  children.    You  can 
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despoil  me  of  my  treasure.  You  know,  and 
I  well  know,  that  you  can.  You  see  your 
power;  you  see  that  I  acknowledge  it. 
You  may  do  in  all  things  as  you  wish. 
Promise  me  only — I  ask  nothing  more  than 
your  word,  for  anything  further  would  be 
useless — that  you  will  not  seek  in  any  way, 
or  by  any  means,  to  despoil  me  of  my  only 
real  wealth." 

"  What  fascination,"  replied  Simon  Burge, 
"has  held  me  here  a  whole,  long,  summer 
month  I  know  not,  for  even  to  myself  my 
delay  appears  unaccountable.  It  must  have 
been  the  novelty.  Left,  however,  to  my  own 
free-will,  I  can  be  even  kind-hearted,  and  so 
will  rid  you  of  my  presence  before  the  end  of 
this  week.  Perhaps,  for  the  chances  are  so, 
you  may  never  see  me  again.  You  may 
divest  yourself,  therefore,  of  all  those  foolish, 
timid  apprehensions  which  you  have  suffered 
so  weakly  to  annoy  you." 

Tyranny  to  show  his  mastery ;  mercy  to 
show  his  mastery ;  in  the  display  of  both 
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Simon  Surge  was  perfectly  consistent;  and 
would  have  selected  and  pushed  either  to  an 
extreme  for  the  same  purpose.  Mr.  Paul 
may  have  seen  on  what  slight  chances  rested 
his  safety,  or  he  may  have  been  beyond  the 
reach  of  any  glad  feeling,  for  he  merely  in  an 
unmoved  voice  replied,  "  It  would  be  well.'' 

Long  after,  however,  even  when  Simon 
Surge  was  gone,  the  impress  of  this  inter- 
view remained  upon  him.  The  words  that  had 
passed  between  them  stamped  a  further  gloom 
upon  his  brow  and  whole  appearance.  "  What 
gives  you  a  title  was  ever  sounding  on  his  ear 
and  grating  on  his  conscious  sensitiveness. 

Sefore  the  week  which  he  had  mentioned, 
was  quite  concluded,  Simon  Surge  left  Glen^ 
wood.  In  Mr.  P^'s  presence  he  bade  fare- 
well to  Sarbara  and  Amy,  and  thanked  them 
for  the  pleasant  time  which  he  had  spent  at 
Glenwood.  He  said,  he  hoped  at  some 
future  time  to  see  them  again*  None,  how- 
ever, except  Mr.  Paul,  apprehended  from  him 
a  second  visit. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

Of  Mr.  Bit's  medical  and  floral  pursuits ;  in  the  latter 
of  which,  as  well  as  in  various  other  matters,  Amy 
Paul  takes  a  prominent  part. 

Whether  it  was  to  be  attributed  to  some- 
thing injurious  in  the  atmosphere  (a  form  of 
speech  by  which  we  all  seek  to  shift  from  our 
own  shoulders  the  burden  of  many  of  our 
naughty  doings),  or  that  it  was  true,  as  she 
herself  alleged,  that  her  constitution  was  gra* 
dually  wearing  out,  certain  it  was,  that  Mrs. 
Trouton  had  been  "down"  of  late  a  little 
more  frequently  than  usual.  The  medicines 
kept  at  the  dispensary,  and  administered  by  a 
Dr.  Brough,  who  presided  over  that  establish- 
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ment,  must  have  been  limited  in  the  duration 
of  their  effect,  for  though  they  generally  suc- 
ceeded in  placing  Mrs.  Trouton  upon  her  legs 
for  the  time,  she  was  sure  almost  immediately 
to  suffer  from  a  relapse.  For  that  matter 
Mr.  Trouton  shook  his  head  with  all  the 
dubiousness  of  superior  knowledge,  when 
such  prescriptions  were  mentioned  to  him 
in  anything  approaching  a  laudatory  manner. 
His  confidence  was  reposed  in  "  herbs,"  of 
which  he  had  a  whole  "materia  medica," 
occupying  a  border  of  Mr.  Elt's  garden. 
However,  on  one  occasional  illness  of  his 
wife,  he  had  enlarged  so  much  to  his  em- 
ployer upon  the  virtues  of  a  certain  plant  of 
bitterness  that  Mr.  Elt  insisted  upon  his 
making  a  decoction  of  it  (which  was  as  a 
decoction  of  wormwood),  and  he  himself  ad- 
ministered it  to  the  reluctant  Mrs.  Trouton. 
The  confidence  of  her  worthy  partner  in  the 
virtues  of  his  herbs  must  have  given  way 
considerably,  for  from  that  time  forth  a  word 
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of  praiise  was  never  bestowed  upon  them  in 
the  hearing  of  Mr.  Elt. 

Too  much  inconvenience,  nevertheless, 
really  resulted  from  the  ailments  of  Mrs. 
Trouton,  that  they  should  be  yielded  to 
merely  because  medicines  (properly  so  called) 
and  herbs  (which  are  in  a  sort  of  way 
medicines)  had  failed  to  work  a  perma- 
nent cure.  It  was  distressing  to  Mr.  Elt 
to  have  his  house  internally  turned  upside 
down  by  some  new,  unformed  servitor,  to 
whose  primitive  nature  the  "  unintelligible 
world"  was  never  more  wearily  displayed 
than  in  the  mystery  of  Mr.  Elt's  household 
apparatus.  It  was  grievous  when,  on  the 
occasion  of  a  sudden  attack,  Mr.  Trouton 
would  volunteer  to  go  through  the  range  of 
domestic  duties,  making  a  bed  (which  he  did 
in  some  eccentric  method  of  his  own,  that 
had  the  remarkable  effect  of  limiting  Mr. 
Elt's  amount  of  sleep  by  a  kind  of  sUding 
scale),  brushing  a  carpet  (as  if  he  were  raking 
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a  gravel  walk),  laying  the  table  (with  his  coat 
off),  and  going  about  all  these  matters  with  a 
faee  that  the  fire  by  which  he  had  sat  m 
cooking  had  converted  into  an  obstinate 
perennial  blush,  not  to  mention  the  slight 
flavour  of  tobacco  smoke  that  lingered  over 
the  various  viands.  His  wife,  upon  her 
restoration  to  health,  always  indeed  expressed 
her  grief  for  these  calamities,  and  sought  by 
redoubled  attention  to  atone  for  such  mis- 
fortxmes.  This,  however,  had  only  the  effect 
of  rendering  those  which  were  in  store  for  the 
future  still  more  appreciable.  Mr.  Elt,  with 
all  the  resolution  of  his  country,  determined 
that  these  things  should  not  be  inevitable, 
and  should,  if  possible,  cease  altogether.  He 
studied  Mrs.  Trouton's  constitution  ;  he  read 
with  an  anatomical  eye,  as  it  were,  the  defects 
and  failings  of  her  bodily  frame;  he  knew, 
and  the  knowledge  gave  him  confidence,  that 
he  was  not  like  Dr  Brough,  tied  down  to 
the  beaten  path  of  science.     That  which 
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he  sought  dawned  upon  him  at  last.  He 
announced  to  Mrs.  Trouton,  with  an  air 
of  triumph,  that  she  would  be  cured  in  the 
simplest  way  in  the  world,  by  cold  water. 
She  looked  aghast  at  first,  but  brightened 
up  when  she  heard  that  Mr.  Elt  meaned  by 
the  cold-water  cure.  His  enthusiasm  induced 
her  to  submit  to  the  treatment  he  prescribed. 

She  commenced  the  proceedings  with  one 
tumbler  of  cold  water,  and  a  walk  round  the 
garden  every  mommg.  Then  she  drank  two 
tumblers,  and  increased  her  matutinal  pro- 
menade. Three  tumblers  and  a  walk,  that 
quickened  into  a  run,  followed.  The  cure 
began  to  take  effect,  for  her  temper  (Mr. 
Trouton  said)  was  a  little  broken.  The 
number  of  tumblers  increased  gradually,  and 
so  did  her  pace.  Mr.  Elt  superintended  the 
matter,  for  he  was  interested  in  its  success. 
Spite  of  her  remonstrances,  her  protestations, 
and  at  last  her  objurgations,  he  had  insisted 
upon  steadily  increasing  the  quantity  of  water 
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to  be  imbibed.  Her  compliance  and  her 
temper  went  together  at  last,  and  with  some- 
thing like  the  symptoms  of  a  dawning  attack, 
she  refused  to  "  burst  herself"  for  any  person, 
and  gave  up.  She  remained  tolerably  well 
for  that  day,  and  then  came  the  reaction  and 
relapse  which  Mr.  Elt  gave  himself  credit 
for  having  foreseen,  and  she  was  "down," 
worse  then  ever.  Mr.  Elt  saw  there  was 
nothing  for  it  but  submission.  Patience,  he 
knew,  makes  all  evils  that  cannot  be  cor- 
rected more  easily  borne.  He  required 
patience,  too,  for  Amy  Paul  went  into  uncon- 
trollable laughter  when  she  heard  of  his 
failure. 

All  the  harder  to  be  endured  was  this, 
since  he  and  Amy  had  quarrelled  at  last  and 
regularly  fought  "rings  round  them."  A 
cause  of  dispute  and  jealousy  had  at  length 
risen  up  between  them.  She  and  old  Father 
Jeremy  were  competitors,  with  all  the  stirrings 
of  rivalry  and  heat  of  emulation.    They  con- 
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tested  pitched  battles,  on  the  true  principle 
of  kingly  warfare,  wherein  they  as  principals 
and  chiefs  were  bound  to  see  that  they  them- 
selves suffered  fix)m  no  hurt  or  injury ;  while 
ruthlessly,  in  the  assertion  of  supremacy, 
they  disposed  of  some  of  the  gayest  clad  and 
gaudiest  troops  that  ever  were  panoplied  and 
blazoned  out  in  opposing  array.  Carnations, 
clove-pinks,  pansies,  roses — aD,  and  the  very 
finest  of  their  race,  too,  were  torn  like  con- 
scripts from  the  homes  which  cherished 
them,  and  were  pitted  against  each  other  in 
the  hot  struggle  for  superiority.  As  they 
passed  under  review,  how  the  unfolding  of 
each  leaf  of  beauty  was  scanned ;  their 
number  counted  and  theu:  regularity  observed 
and  scrutinized.  And  although  neither  of 
the  two  who  marshalled  them  could  boast  of 
Linnsean  skill  (cared  not  either  of  them  for 
latinized  soubriquets,  such  as  calyx  or  corolla, 
satisfied  to  look  upon  the  cup  that  green 
freshness  always  filled,  or  upon  the  varying 
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crown  that  changes  from  vernal  whiteness 
into  the  red  blush  of  summer — wished  not 
either  of  them  to  be  puzzled  with  hard 
names,  such  as  icosandria,  or  monodelphia,  or 
polygamia,  content  to  see  a  fairy  grove  in  the 
flower's  heart,  an  intertwining  of  social  hues, 
a  circling  of  lesser  tints) «  yet  all  minute 
details  of  form  and  varied  modes  of  expan- 
sion were  pointed  out  and  claimed  with  eager 
critidsm.    Still,  such  is  the  wantoness  even 
of  untaught  science,  all  undwelt  upon,  though 
they  could  not  be  disregarded,  were  the  soft 
leaves  that  made  the  gleaming  brightness  of 
the  rainbow  tangible,  that  mingled  all  shades 
together  like  the  blending  of  a  dream,  or  that 
loving  the  sun  alike,  were  by  him  dothed 
with  one  pervading  colour.    How  little,  too, 
was  said  (unless  in  a  collateral  way)  upon  the 
sweet  fragrances  that  floated  about  an  "  un- 
distinguishable  throng,"  scenting  the  very 
light. 

Over  beds  of  pansies  that  rayed  out  into 
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every  colour  and  amalgamation  of  colour, 
yet  gathering  as  if  in  joy  the  greatest  bright- 
ness to  their  very  heart,  the  contest  was  now 
chiefly  maintained.  Each,  however,  was  un- 
weariedly  preparing  for  a  grand  battle  in  the 
season  of  dahlias,  upon  which  they  had 
agreed  finally  to  rest  the  issue.  Ah,  if  some 
dahlia  could  have  looked  up  and  seen  Amy's 
eyes  bending  over  its  opening  leaves,  assuredly 
from  very  love  it  would  have  caught  in  bright 
reflection  their  sweet,  clear  blue.  So  would 
that  favoured  dahlia  have  filled  up  a  space  all 
flower-lovers  poignantly  feel,  and  so  indis- 
putably would  it  have  won  the  prize  for  Amy. 
It  may  have  been  to  some  such  magic  or  floral 
magnetism  that  she  trusted,  for  she  muist 
have  been  aware  that  Father  Jeremy  enter- 
tained high  expectation  by  the  same  decisive 
stroke  to  end  the  contest  in  his  favour,  and 
for  that  purpose  was  engaged  in  trying  all 
manner  of  delusive  snares  and  lures ;  piercing 
(amongst  other  ingenious  stratagems)  the 
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hearts  of  his  dahlia  roots  with  blue-coloured 
thread,  the  result  of  which  was,  that  likq 
soldiers,  sulky  from  ill-treatment,  they  refused 
to  grow  at  all. 

In  addition  to  the  scientific  gardener  at 
Glenwood  (who,  however,  reared  chiefly  plants 
that  were  peculiar  from  their  resemblance  to 
flies,  or  eggs,  or  some  such  unnatural  shape, 
or  for  being  sticky,  or  being  prickly,  or  being 
covered  over  with  matter  resembling  ice  or 
glue,  or  for  anything  but  beauty),  Amy  Paul 
had  help  and  assistance  in  Charley  Andrews, 
who  was  the  second  son  and  fourth  child  of 
the  child-wealthy  curate.  In  the  flower  con- 
test he  was  her  lieutenant,  besides  being  her 
aid  in  all  other  matters.  Mr.  Andrews  said 
he  was  Amy's  beau,  and  the  little  fellow 
blushed  as  if  it  were  the  very  truth. 

It  was  no  easy  task  for  Mrs.  Andrews,  if 
she  could  by  any  means  have  separated  the 
pleasure  from  the  labour,  and  have  seen  unre- 
lieved the  weight  of  the  latter — it  was  no  easy 
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task  for  her  to  manage  her  large  family ;  to 
see  her  steps  of  stairs  washed  and  brushed 
and  carpeted,  as  it  were.  There  was  a  whole 
legion  of  mischievous  little  beings  constantly 
running  up  and  down  them,  tearing  and 
and  working  the  saddest  devastation  in 
her  most  careful  handiwork.  A  romping, 
imping,  hey-day  set  of  spirits  kept  her  always 
busy,  and  much  it  was  to  be  feared  that 
Amy  Paul  proved  herself  their  help  and 
abettor. 

The  steps  of  stairs  were  by  no  means 
stationary ;  they  had  no  fixed  purpose  for 
a  balustrade;  they  were  a  flight  that  led  to 
no  landing-place  in  particular,  taking  them 
at  most  times.  Not  unfi*equently  they  led 
deliberately  down  to  the  bottom  of  a  huge 
pile  of  bread  and  butter.  A  burning  moun- 
tain of  hot  mealy  potatoes,  whose  sides  were 
bursting  with  tempting  ruggedness,  was  a 
matter  which  they  descended  to  the  lowest 
depths  in  no  time.    They  got  to  the  bottom. 
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Mr.  Andrews  said,  of  a  heap  of  money  in 
an  unaccountable  manner.  Let  him  convert 
it  as  he  would,  for  the  sake  of  enlarging  it, 
into  leather  or  doth,  or  any  other  bulky 
substance,  and  it  made  little  difference;  the 
steps  still  accommodated  themselves  to  the 
exact  magnitude  required,  and  found  its  level. 
They  ascended,  too,  a  little  way  up  the  moun- 
tain of  knowledge,  and  had  reached  the  flat 
space  (a  very  broad  space  it  is)  occu- 
pied by  spelling  (both  on  the  book  and  off 
the  book),  reading  (chiefly  remarkable  for  the 
unvaried  intonation  and  absence  of  emphasis), 
and  writing  (the  greater  part  of  which  was 
on  slates  and  in  large  characters).  They  were 
an  ascent,  Mr.  Andrews  said,  to  cheerfulness 
and  happiness,  and  those  regions  where  we 
leave  far  below  us  the  clouds  and  vapours  of 
loneliness  and  depression. 

These  latter  observations,  however,  it  must 
be  remarked,  fell  from  him  chiefly  at  those 
times  when  his  farm  produce  brought  him 
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a  fair  and  goodly  return ;  or  when,  as  more 
fiequen%  happ^ed,  he  preached  a  sermon 
which  he  did  himself  the  ss^fiiction  of  think- 
ing, in  very  few  respects,  inferior  to  many 
a  published  and  much  talked-of  discourse. 

For  such  like  purposes  as  those  above 
enumerated,  the  steps  of  stairs  might  now 
and  then  keep  themselves  together;  but  at 
all  other  times  they  were  divided  and  stood 
alone  as  individual  entities,  going  and  doing 
what  to  each  severally  seemed  best  What 
racing  at  such  times  through  the  new-mown 
meadows,  with  the  hay-gale  to  fan  them 
into  health  !  What  shrill  laughter  and  cries 
of  mirth  at  the  swing,  as  they  were  sent  with 
rapid,  buoyant  movement  through  the  parting 
air !  What  cultivation,  in  soberer  moments, 
of  small  gardens,  specially  allotted,  or  some- 
times (notwithstanding  threatened  ejectments) 
resolutely  squatted  on!  What  love  for  the 
woods,  and  meadows,  and  open  air ;  and  what 
loving  wish  to  have  Amy  Paul  with  them 
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through  all  these  pursuits!  Turning  her, 
in  spite  of  her  eflforts,  into  a  romp  and  noisy 
playmate;  dragging  her  away  to  show  her 
houses  built  of  branches  and  moss  (good 
against  the  sun,  but  not  at  all  so  safe  when 
it  rained),  destined  for  her  especial  and  con- 
stant use ;  and  gardens  (in  a  promising  state 
of  mortar,  from  the  frequent  exercise  of  the 
watering-pot),  the  fruits  of  which  none  else 
but  herself  should  eat ;  or  leading  her  staidly 
and  gravely  away  on  a  wise  walk,  and  puzzling 
her  with  questions  of  the  most  incomprehen* 
sible  and  unanswerable  simplicity ;  and  when- 
ever it  was  necessary  to  coax  her  into  com- 
pliance, clustering  roimd  her,  and  forming 
themselves  into  a  winding  stairs,  readfly 
reaching  her  heart  and  pliant  will. 

No  wonder  Mrs.  Andrews  accused  Amy  of 
spoiling  them ;  believing,  nevertheless,  as  her 
smiling  reproof  showed,  that  love,  powerful 
in  all  else^  has  no  power  to  injure. 

Mr.  Andrews  saw  that  though  woman- 
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hood,  in  the  fresh  loveliness  of  its  earlier 
hours,  graced  Amy  Paul,  much  of  chfldhood 
lingered  about  her,  apparent  in  her  move- 
ments and  words.  The  dawn  with  aH  its 
soft  beauty  had  come  so  gently,  that  it 
mingled  with  and  did  not  quite  displace 
the  starry  light  upon  which  it  had  risen. 
Childhood  had  not  altogether  passed  away, 
and  womanhood  had  not  altogether  come. 
Thoughts  and  reasonings  linked  themselves 
to  sweeter  imaginings,  and  chastened,  if 
they  did  not  repel,  many  a  laughing,  unclipt 
fancy. 

As  Mr.  Andrews  gazed  upon  her,  whether 
she  stood  amongst  his  children  as  pure  and 
childlike,  or  whether  she  walked  by  his  side, 
and  allowed  him  to  shape  her  fancy's  flight ; 
or  whether  she  joined  his  homely  circle  (to 
which  both  she  and  Barbara  were  ever  most 
welcome),  enlivening  it  with  her  bright  smile 
or  her  sweet  song ;  wherever  he  gazed  upon 
her,  that  feeling  with  which  we  may  have 
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all  regarded  some  gentle  one  of  earth's  gentlest 
beings,  in  that  mood  of  thought  to  which  they 
themselves  strangely  sway  the  mind,  would 
come  over  his  heart,  wordless  as  prayers  there 
always  are,  that  she  might  move  for  ever  in 
the  light  of  summer  fancies  only;  so  un- 
suited  did  she  seem  to  cope  with  any  of  the 
harsher  struggles  of  this  sometimes  harsh 
life. 

"  O  Mr.  Andrews,"  cried  Amy,  addressing 
the  curate  as  she  approached  him  and  Bar- 
bara, for  they  had  all  been  out  on  a  scattered, 
irregular  walk,  "  Charley  (who  is  to  stay  all 
to-morrow  at  Glenwood)  and  I  have  planned 
such  an  excursion  for  to-morrow's  twilight. 
Charley  is  to  be  my  guide.  All  in  the 
gloaming  we  are  to  set  out,  he  and  I  together, 
and  think  where,  fearless  that  we  are,  we 
intend  to  go." 

"What  place  here  has  need  of  a  super- 
abundance of  courage  ?"  asked  Mr.  Andrews, 
in  reply. 
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I  suppose/'  said  Barbara,  for  Amy  had 
tumed  to  her  for  an  answer ;  ^*  I  suppose  to 
the  lake.  Shadows  enough  lurk  over  its 
bosom,  to  task  both  your  bravery  and 
Charley's." 

"My  poor  lake/'  sighed  Amy.  "The 
only  mirror,  hereabouts,  for  the  stars  that  are 
always  paling  with  the  desire  to  see  their  own 
beauty.  Barbara,  you  must  not  utter  a  word 
disparaging  to  our  mimic  sea ;  it  is  a  dark 
beauty,  to  be  sure,  but  still  beautiful  But 
no,  there  is  a  place  that  would  require  even 
all  your  courage,  Mr.  Andrews,  for  men  far 
i>%g^i*  than  you  creep  past  it  with  their  eyes 
shut;  Mr.  Elt's  head-man  always  does  so. 
Charley  and  I  are  going  in  the  evening, 
when  shadowy  things  to  steal  about,  to 
the  Rath." 

"  To  the  haunt  of  the  fairies  1  To  the  home 
of  the  good  people !"  exclaimed  the  curate. 

"To  the  haunted  thorn-tree,"  said  Amy. 
"We  have  hopes,  if  the  moon  rises  just 
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veiled  enough  to  shine  down  with  a  gleaming 
light  and  no  more,  and  if  the  rade  winds  lose 
themselves  in  some  &r-away  forest — we  have 
strong  hopes  to  see  a  dance  such  as  few 
mortal  eyes  have  ever  seen;  to  see  fairies 
flirting,  and  dew  handed  round  like  eau 

"Take  care,"  cautioned  Mr.  Andrews, 
"  that  you  are  not  spirited  away  and  seen  no 
more  for  seven  years.  What  shoidd  we  all 
do  then?" 

"Forget  us,"  replied  Amy,  "until  we 
came  back  to  astonish  you,  so  changed  and 
silent,  and  sad,  having  read  while  away  of 
the  fate  of  hapless  mortals.  But,  lest  such 
fatality  should  happen,  we  are  to  have  a 
body-guard;  we  shall  rob  Father  Jeremy  of 
his  man  Friday.  He  is  greatly  learned  in 
fairy-lore.  You  all  may  come  afker  us,  but 
you  must  not  approach  the  sacred  ground ; 
nor  must  you  utter  a  light  word,  lest  the 
'  good  people '  should  take  umbrage,  and  work 
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you  evfl;  steal  away  a  page  of  your  next  sennon, 
Mr.  Andrews,  in  this  way  :  you  will  have  just 
said,  '  And  this  puts  me  in  mind  of  that 
remarkable  passage,'  and  you  will  look  down 
for  the  writing  intended  to  suggest  the  words 
you  would  have  us  think  are  so  fresh  in  your 
naemory,  and  you  will  have  reason  to  recollect 
the  *  good  people '  when  you  find  a  blank." 

•*  And  Barbara  inquired  Mr.  Andrews, 
laughmgly. 

"  Oh,  I  shall  intercede  for  Barbara,  so  that 
they  will  do  her  no  h^rm ;  for,  as  I  reverence 
the  *good  people,'  I  must  be  a  prime  favourite." 

Away,  at  the  root  of  the  mountain,  where 
the  rocks,  jutting  up  out  of  the  ground,  made 
a  rude,  uneven  surface,  and  caused  the  foot- 
path to  take  many  a  bend ;  where  the  sheep 
nibbled  the  grass  close  and  bare,  and  mush- 
rooms sprung  up  where  they  had  trodden; 
where  there  were  no  hedges,  but  stone  fences 
severing  the  small  fields  from  one  another; 
and  where,  above  aD,  the  shadow  of  the 
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mountain  made  the  moonlight  dim  and  faint, 
stood  the  Rath.  It  was  a  green,  uneven 
hillock,  surmounted  by  a  thorn-tree,  that  was 
rugged  and  split  with  old  age.  Nothing 
grew  there  but  tall  weeds  (whose  name  it  is 
not  lawful  to  mention),  in  whose  downy  tops 
the  fairies  swayed  themselves  to  and  fro  to 
sleep ;  a  broad  mushroom-like  plant,  on 
which,  having  ample  smooth  space,  they  laid 
out  their  repast  and  furniture  for  feasting; 
and  under  the  hawthorn-tree,  it  was  strange 
how  smooth  the  grass  w^s  kept,  lest  the  small 
sandalled  feet  should  be  injured,  or  some 
proud  dame  be  tripped  in  her  stately  moving 
dance. 

With  Mr.  Trouton,  Amy  Paul  was  a 
"great  fayourite  intirely."  Miss  Amy  had 
the  "  purty  blue  eye,"  and  (be  it  spoken  with 
reverence)  the  "  fair  skin,"  which  Mr.  Trou- 
ton esteemed  the  perfection  of  beauty.  In 
comparison  therewith,  the  dark  eyes  and 
darker  hue  of  Barbara  Paul  were,  in  his 
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judgment,  nothing — "nothing  at  all."  His 
heart  sensitive  to  beauty  was  also  alive  to 
gratitude.  Many  a  weary  hour  had  Amy  saved 
him.  Mr.  Elt  deplored  his  want  of  science. 
Doing  as  had  been  done  before  him,  and 
finding  it  succeed  on  the  whole,  he  was  con- 
tent, and  did  not  aspire  to  principle.  Mr.  Elt, 
however,  was  determined  to  instruct  him,  and 
the  reclamation  from  nature's  wild  domain  of 
the  two  acres  and  a  half  of  which  he  was  the 
possessor,  as  attached  to  Castle-Elt,  afforded 
the  opportunity.  There  was,  and  is  nothing 
like  practical  instruction.  Many  an  hour, 
accordingly,  did  Mr.  Trouton  stand,  hat  in 
hand,  and  his  head  and  brains  anywhere, 
while  Mr.  Elt,  sitting  opposite  to  him,  read 
the  pages  of  Liebig,  or  some  other  work 
which  proves  with  equal  distinctness,  that  you 
cannot  expect  to  grow  from  a  rock  the  same 
quantity  or  quality  that  a  fertile  field  will 
yield,  and  plunges  then  into  an  elaborate 
mystery  of  potash  and  ammonia,  and  other 
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chemical  ingredients,  and  combinations  of 
potash  and  ammonia  and  the  other  chemical 
ingredients  innumerable.  From  all  this,  read 
to  him  slowly,  distinctly,  and  perseveringly, 
with  innumerable  sharp  queries  interspersed, 
the  entrance  of  Amy  would  save  the  bewil- 
dered Mr.  Trouton.  The  readiness,  however, 
with  which  he  assented  to  all  his  employer 
laid  down — and  he  never  by  any  chance,  even 
in  his  most  unconscious  moments,  dissented 
— ^gave  Mr.  Elt  a  high  sense  of  his  man's 
abilities. 

He  was  not,  however,  deficient  in  imagi- 
native qualities,  that  we  may  come  back  to 
the  Rath.  Numerous  were  the  stories  he  had 
for  Amy  and  her  little  guide ;  of  dances  led 
under  the  moon  by  mortal  maids  round  that 
old  hawthorn-tree,  and  sleep  coming  upon 
•  them  like  a  fall  of  snow,  and  dreams  wherein 
they  saw  and  heard  things  which  they  never 
dared  to  tell,  but  which  changed  them  for 
ever  after;  of  tripping  fairies  surprised  in 
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their  revelries  and  junketings  by  some  un- 
happy wanderer,  for  good  fortune  seldom 
attended  him  who  had  seen  things  that  no 
mortal  ken  ought  ever  to  behold ;  of  children 
spirited  away,  and  carried  off  bodily  to  fairy- 
land ;  of  babies  changed  in  their  mulles,  and 
supposititious  elfins  imposed  on  startied  mo- 
thers ;  of  quaint,  old  cobblers  caught  betimes, 
who  might  surely  well  have  ceased  to  cobble, 
such  powers  of  goold''  they  had,  but  which 
they  only  used  as  a  bribe,  that  they  who  sur- 
prised them  might  let  them  return  to  their 
busy  trade,  which  kept  them  tip,  tap,  tapping 
all  through  the  livelong  night. 

No  fairy  dance,  however,  gratified  their 
curiosity,  or  endangered  their  safety  that 
night,  as  Amy  was  forced  to  acknowledge  to 
Mr.  Andrews,  for  a  whole  company  had  come 
to  see  them  home.  Mr.  Trouton  kept  mar- 
vellously close  behind.  What  Mr.  Andrews 
called  the  myth  of  the  fairies  had  an  un- 
doubted reality  for  him.    He  could  hear  the 
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learned  discussion  between  Mr.  Andrews  and 
Mr.  Elt  upon  the  subject;  but  he  was  only 
shocked  by  their  irreverence,  and  stirred  by  a 
wish  that  they  might  come  to  no  harm  by 
talking  of  the  good  people  in  strains  so  wit* 
lessly  light. 

They  spent  the  evening  (some  even  of  the 
steps  of  stairs  accompanying  them)  at  Castle- 
Elt.  And  the  twilight  gathered  round  them 
softly  as  ever  in  the  old  snuggery  of  the 
Eltian  Library. 

Summer  rested  brightly  on  Glenwood ;  on 
its  rivulets ;  on  its  gardens ;  on  its  lawns ;  on 
the  full  foliage  of  its  protecting  trees.  With 
soothing,  swaying,  luring  brightness,  it  rested 
also  on  the  inmates  of  Glenwood.  The  gloom 
of  Mr.  Paul's  solitary  walks  and  musing  hours 
(for  both  haunted  him  still)  was  chastened  by 
its  influence.  Amy,  freer  than  she  had  ever 
been  from  those  moments  of  sadness  which 
at  times  had  chequered  the  sunshine  of  her 
spirit,  was  blithe  and  glad.    In  her  uncle's 
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gentler  mood,  in  Amy's  high  health  and 
cheerfulness,  Barbara  Paul  was  happy  also. 
In  thoughts  that  sometimes  went  wandering 
away  to  distant  lands ;  in  feelings  that  intelli- 
gence therefrom  roused  and  kept  livingly 
dwelling  in  her  heart,  she  had  unbounded 
sources  of  hope  and  happiness. 

So  summer  won  upon  its  way ;  and  autumn 
with  its  spirit  of  change,  and  its  mocking 
promise  of  a  more  golden  brightness,  rested 
upon  the  land. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

Mr.  Bit's  horticultural  labours  are  interrupted  by 
one,  who  takes  an  opportunity  of  declaring  his 
change  of  purpose  and  a  further  opportunity  of 
claiming  a  i^hare  in  the  romance  of  life. 

Of  an  the  twelve  months  that  circle  round 
the  sun,  not  one  assumes  more  of  the  coy 
hesitancies  of  beauty  (wherein  lieth  mostly  a 
charm  to  lure)  than  does  the  nut-brown 
month,  October.  April  yields,  though  she 
yields  with  tears  as  May  does  with  smiles, 
but  October  has  all  the  dubiousness  of 
coquetry.  Often  she  salutes  you  with  a  cold 
icy  air,  and  yet  before  many  hours  have 
'passed  beams  on  you  with  a  warmth  that 
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July  herself  might  in  her  most  abandoned 
moments  emulate. 

With  such  kindly  humour  the  day  lent 
itself  to  Mr.  Elt's  occasion.  He,  with  due 
foresight,  availed  himself  of  the  favourable 
hours  to  accomplish  a  task  which  the  change- 
ful mood  of  the  month  might  very  soon 
render  necessary.  In  his  garden,  where  the 
flowers  were  fading  before  the  early  frosts, 
and  where  the  same  insidious  fingers  loosened 
the  hold  of  the  most  tenacious  apples,  and 
sent  them  softly  from  the  very  topmost 
branches  pattering  to  the  ground,  he  was 
occupied  in  protecting  with  suitably  made 
coverlets,  the  mansion-houses  of  his  bees. 
They,  with  wings  not  yet  forgetful  of  busy 
motion,  passed  and  repassed  him,  and  hovered 
round  him  in  the  most  familiar  stingless 
friendship. 

"  No  such  employment  had  been  yours  in 
the  vicinity  of  Golden  Square,"  said  a  voice 
dose  beside  him.    Turning  round,  he  was  in 
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DO  little  degree  surprised  to  recognise  Mr. 
Burge,  returned  to  Lisnadill.  Nowithstand- 
ing  that  there  is  nothing  like  a  surprise  for 
the  display  of  latent  feelings,  Mr.  Elt  did 
not  exhibit  many  symptoms  of  being  over- 
joyed. 

"  Surprised  to  see  me  here  again  con- 
jectured Mr.  Burge.  "I  drove  over  from 
Kilblank  to  Glenwood  this  morning,  and  saw 
Mr.  Paul  there.  He  asks  me  to  stop  again 
for  a  few  weeks,  and  it  is  not  unlikely  that  I 
may." 

The  announcement  was  not  a  matter  of 
profound  gratification  to  Mr.  Elt,  judging 
from  appearances. 

"  Have  you  been  in  London  lately  ?"  he 
asked.  "  I  recollect  you  oiice  remarking  how 
strange  was  the  migration  from  London  to 
Lisnadill.  If  it  were  strange  in  my  case,  it 
must  be  stranger  in  yours." 

Mr.  Burge  changed  colour,  as  he  replied  : 

"We  all  like  novelty.     Accustomed  to 
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crowds  and  bustle,  I  yet  find  pleasure  in  this 
sequestered  place.  The  pleasure  may  exist, 
I  grant  you,  in  the  completeness  of  the  con- 
trast" 

"  This  is  not  the  most  favourable  season 
for  Glenwood,  observed  Mr.  Elt.  "It 
begins  to  be  shorn  of  its  beauties.  Do  you 
think  that  you  will  remain  long  with  us  ?" 
he  inquired. 

Again  Mr.  Burge  hesitated. 

"  It  altogether  depends  on  circumstances," 
he  answered.  "  I  have  some  matters  to 
arrange  with  Mr.  Paul,  concerning  which, 
indeed,  it  was  that  I  first  thought  of  return- 
ing. Having  before  seen  how  summer 
blooms  at  Glenwood,  there  will  be  greater 
variety  in  the  pr^nt  season.  Besides,  I 
have  seen  enough  of  coimtry  life,  not  to  dis- 
like the  clear  sky  and  hard  groimd  of  a 
rattling  winter's  day." 

"  See,"  said  Mr.  Elt,  "  my  garden  occupa- 
tioDs  are  nearly  closed.    Abroad  in  my  fields 
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there,  moreover,  I  have  already  trenched  in 
my  wheat.  I  have  sown  a  very  curious  seed 
there,  which  I  obtained  with  some  trouble, 
called  mummy  seed;  preserved,  it  is  said, 
from  the  age  of  the  Pharaohs.  Think  of  this 
hand  sowing  wheat  that  may  have  been  left 
behind  when  Joseph  measured  out  the  grain 
to  his  brethren." 

"  And  what  granaries  were  the  pyramids  !'* 
said  Mr.  Burge,  with  a  smile. 

"  Having  completed  my  garden  and  field 
labours,''  said  Mr.  Elt,  with  a  greater  com- 
placency stealing  into  his  look,  "  you  would 
no  doubt  imagine  that  my  occupation  was 
gone,  and  that  I  should  sit  down  idly  for  the 
long  winter  months." 

"  Such,  probably,  woiild  be  my  case," 
returned  Mr.  Burge ;  "  but  I  do  not  believe 
that  your  activity  will  so  readily  be  set  to 
sleep." 

"  I  recollect  on  the  occasion  when  we  first 
met,"  said  Mr.  Elt,  "  explaining  to  you  how. 
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in  my  taste  for  mechanics,  I  had  that  which 
still  hound  me  to  the  pursuits  and  avocations 
of  my  fellow-men.  The  same  alffords  me  a 
resource  in  many  an  otherwise  idle  hour, 
and  promises  even  just  now  to  prove  highly 
useful." 

Mr.  BuTge  expressed  his  great  satisfaction. 

"  Yes,  Sir,"  resumed  Mr.  Elt,  losing  all 
coldness  of  manner  through  his  interest  in 
the  subject ;  "  of  use  to  others,  and  of  course 
of  advantage  to  myself;  for  it  is  wisely  ar- 
ranged, that  in  serving  oneself,  we  must 
promote  the  good  of  others.  But  has  your 
attention  ever  been  drawn  to  the  construction 
of  pumps  ?" 

Mr.  Burge  confessed  that  it  never  had. 

"It  is  marvellous  how  insujficient  is  the 
greater  number  of  such  articles ;  how  faulty 
in  their  general  construction,"  said  Mr.  Elt. 
"  But  come,  and  I  will  show  you  my  work- 
shop, and  some  improvements  that  I  think 
I  shall  be  able  to  eflfect." 
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"  Tell  me,"  said  Mr.  Biirge,  pausing  for  a 


have  not  seen  them  yet." 

"  Summer,"  answered  Mr.  Elt,  "  has  dealt 
kindly  and  fairly  by  them  both.  If  this  be 
a  sequestered  spot,  it  is  at  least  healthy." 

"  The  breeze  must  indeed  come  pure  from 
yonder  uplands,"  observed  Mr.  Burge.  "  But 
has  Mr.  Leigh,  your  other  friend,  returned  ?" 

"  Oh,  no,"  was  the  answer ;  "  nor  can  he 
be  back  before  the  early  smnmer." 

"  Tell  me,"  said  Mr.  Burge,  "  or  rather 
confirm  me  in  what  I  have  heard :  are  not 
he  and  Miss  Paul  engaged — ^betrothed,  I 
mean  ?" 

"  They  are  indeed,"  replied  Mr.  Elt,  readily. 
"  Had  you  seen  them  both  together,  as  I  have 
done,  you  would  have  acknowledged  very 

suitably." 

"  He  is  happy,"  was  the  rejoinder.  "  Miss 
Paul  is  handsome." 

^/^JTou  measure  out  your  praise  scantily," 


moment,  "  how  are  your  young  friends  ?  I 
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said  Mr.  £lt.  In  my  judgment,  Barbara 
Paul  is  very  handsome." 

"  If  my  words  be  parsimonious  of  praise," 
rejoined  Mr.  Burge,  "you  will  not,  at  all 
events,  find  me  anxious  to  find  fault  with  or 
dispute  whatev^  modicum  of  beauty  you 
yourself  may  choose  to  allot  to  Misi^  Paul ; 
still  less  whatever  of  loveliness  you  assign  to 
her  sister.  Though  I  have  in  my  time  seen 
much  beauty,  or  what  was  esteemed  such,  my 
memory  has  been  tenacious  enough  not  to 
forget,  and  of  sunple  room  enough  not  to 
exclude,  the  impressions  that  were  made 
upon  it  in  this  place  last  summer.  But  let 
us  not,  in  the  meanwhile,  forget  your  work- 
shop." 

"  And  yet,"  said  Mr.  Elt,  "  we  must  for 
this  time  forego  our  visit,  for  there  are 
my  servant  and  Miss  Amy  Paul  evidently  in 
search  of  me." 

Amy  Paul  received  Mr.  Burge  without  any 
very  visible  gladness  indeed,  but  with  an 


Digitized  by  Google 


188 


AMY  PAUL. 


undisturbed  and  not  unfriendly  greeting. 
She  said  that  her  sister  was  in  the  library 
of  Castle-Elt,  and  thither  they  all  pro- 
ceeded. 

Barbara  greeted  Mr.  Surge  with  a  hasty 
flushing  of  the  brow,  and  a  vexed  look  that 
she  could  not.  quite  control.  His  presence 
was  far  less  to  her  than  it  was  to  Amy,  a 
noiatter  of  unconcerned  welcome.  She  felt 
disappointed  in  his  unexpected  return. 

"  Mrs.  Trouton  said  that  I  should  find  you 
in  the  workshop,"  said  Amy  Paul,  addressing 
Mr.  Elt.  "In  seeking  for  you,  I  left  that 
place  to  the  last,  for  I  dread  its  precincts." 

"  Yet  to  those  precincts  dedicated  to  man- 
kind were  we  bound,  when  you  saw  us,"  said 
Mr.  Burge. 

"Look,  Barbara/*  cried  Amy,  "here  is 
another  book  all  new,  and  yet  upon  the  sanie 
old  subject.  Ah,  Father  ■  Jeremy,  there  is 
not  an  art  or  science  in  the  nomenclature  of 
which  water  bubbles  in  Greek,  but  that  you 
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seem  determined  to  puzzle  your  brains 
with.  The  setting  in  of  these  long  winter 
nights  has  banished  all  your  lighter  labours. 
If  summer  had  only  continued,  you  might 
have  diversified  your  more  serious  efforts,  if 
by  nothing  else,  at  least  by  the  cultivation  of 
water-plants.  You  might  have  (and  I  would 
have  rejoiced  indeed !)  supplanted  the  horrid 
prose  of  pumps  by  the  poetry  of  water-lilies." 

"  He  who  would  attend  to  your  prompting 
would  assuredly  lead  an  idle  life.  Amy," 
replied  Mr.  Elt.  "  But  I  wish  I  had  known 
of  your  coming,  Mr.  Burge ;  there  is  a  book 
I  would  give  a  good  deal  to  have,  and  which 
you  could  have  obliged  me  by  bringing." 

"  I  could  hardly,  however  willing  and  happy 
to  oblige  you  in  any  way,"  returned  Simon 
Burge,  "have  warned  you  of  that  which  I 
did  not  know  myself." 

"  Our  uncle  even  neglected  to  give  us 
notice,"  said  Barbara  Paul,  looking  to  Mr. 
Burge  as  she  spoke. 
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He  may  have  felt  that  her  curiosity 
prompted  the  words,  for  he  hastened  to 
reply ; 

"Mr.  Paul  himself  was  ignorant  of  my 
intention  of  being  here  to-day.  Neither  of  us 
expected  that  the  circumstances  which  have 
induced  my  return,  would  occur  so  soon." 

"I  am  sure,"  said  Miss  Paul,  "he  will 
feel  himself  indebted  to  their  early  occurrence. 
It  will  be  a  pleasure  to  him  to  have  some  one 
to  share  his  walks,  and  relieve  his  hours  from 
their  loneliness;  for  he  leads  a  life  here 
lonelier  even  than  he  might." 

As  she  spoke  of  pleasiu-e,  the  word  was 
intoned  with  the  doubts  that  it  served  itself 
to  suggest.  Mr.  Burgees  gaze  turned  upon 
her,  as  though  he  sought  to  penetrate  her 
thoughts.  Barbara  Patd  meeting  his  look, 
felt  as  one  feels  a  conviction  that  she  and 
Mr.  Burge  had  never  been,  and  were  not 
destined  to  be  friends. 

"  He  must,  in  that  respect,"  he  said,  with 
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a  tone  that  in  some  way  sounded  unpleasantly 
to  her  ear,  "  miss  very  much  Mr.  Leigh." 

Not  without  a  blush,  she  answered,  not 
what  was  said,  but  rather  the  tone  in  which 
it  had  been  said :  "  We  all  do  miss  Reuben 
Leigh  very  much." 

"  It  is  well,"  said  Mr.  Burge,  "  and  fortu- 
nate'for  those  who  can  leave  behind  them, 
wherever  they  chanced  to  abide,  good  and 
kindly  memories.  It  is  the  epitaph,  I  believe, 
coveted  by  good  men." 

"  It  is  not  those  who  covet  such  memories 
most,  can  best  acquire  them,"  answered 
Barbara,  with   another   deepening  blush. 

And  they  may  and  do  arise  as  well  from  a 
temporary  absence  as  from  that  final  one  to 
which  you  allude.  Death  is  niereiy  a  pro- 
longed absence." 

"  It  is  the  commencement  of  such,  for  it  is 
a  departure,"  said  Mr.  Burge ;  "  but  absence 
implies,  what  death  does  not,  a  meeting 
again.  Absence  without  end  is  equivalent  to 
death." 
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The  blush  on  Barbara  Paul's  cheek  died 
away  in  paleness.  Mr.  Burge  said  what  he 
did,  piqued  at  his  own  reception  when  con- 
trasted with  the  manner  in  which  Reuben 
Leigh's  name  had  been  mentioned. 

"  I  mean  of  course,"  he  continued, "  merely 
what  appears  to  me  to  be  implied  in  the 
words." 

No  ocean  that  was  ever  looked  upon,  let 
it  seem  ever  so  trackless  and  limitless,  but  sug- 
gested the  other  and  far-off  shore.  No  one 
standing  within  the  light  of  this  life  ever 
looked  upon  death  without  having  present  in 
thought  the  other  and  new  life."  She  spoke 
as -she  had  done  previously,  but  recollecting 
that  her  words  were  influenced  rather  by  her 
own  feelings  than  by  anything  which  had 
actually  occurred,  she  proceeded  in  a  lighter 
manner :  "  But  let  us  not  in  disputations  as 
to  the  meaning  of  words,  attempt  diversions 
like  those  of  Purley ;  especially  as  we  have 
succeeded  in  raising  images  at  variance  wholly 
with  the  bright  day  without." 
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"  I  do  not  think;'  said  Amy  Paul,  "  that 
the  watery  associations  of  Father  Jeremy's 
mind  are  incongruous  to  the  sunny  day.  I 
h^ve  said  nothing  on  my  part  unfitting  it 
Confine  your  reproof,  therefore,  to  yourself 
and  Mr.  Surge,  who  alone  deserve  it,  if 
any  do." 

"  With  me  rest  all  the  blame,"  said  Mr. 
Surge.  "  It  was  my  casual  observation  that 
moved  Miss  Paul  to  seriousness." 

Miss  Paul  is  always  serious,"  said  Amy. 

Her  difficulty  is  to  make  others  as  serious 
as  herself.  If  they  could  produce  such  a 
result,  your  observations  would  be  highly 
prized." 

"  Had  words  of  mine  a  result  so  little  to 
be  desired,"  returned  Mr.  Surge,  "  I  confess 
I  would  resign  myself  to  silence  altogether, 
and  account  the  sacrifice  in  comparison  but 
smafl." 

"  Were  it  not  for  your  unwise  reluctance, 
Amy,"  said  Mr.  Elt,  with  a  reproachful  sigh, 
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"  we  might  have  spent  the  last  half  hour  in 
my  workshop.  With  Mr.  Surge's  aid,  I 
might  have  brought  you  to  understand  some- 
thing  of  my  work." 

"  Oh,"  said  Amy,  "  for  that  matter  1  am 
not  completely  ignorant.  Mr.  Trouton  eluci- 
dates the  whole  mystery  to  me  in  the  most 
satisfactory  manner.  He  understands  the 
subject  thoroughly." 

In  some  of  his  inventions  Mr.  Elt  had 
been  so  happily  original  as  to  succeed  in 
revising  the  usual  action  of  water,  driving  it 
in  all  directions  but  downwards,  and  drench- 
ing Mr.  Trouton  (who  laboured  at  the  pump* 
handle)  with  most  singular  success.  To  this 
knowledge  and  experience  on  the  latter's  part, 
Amy  alluded. 

"  Let  us  fulfil  the  mission  for  which  we 
came,"  said  Barbara,  "  and  of  which  we  have 
been  hitherto  forgetful.  Mr.  Andrews  dining 
at  Glenwood  to-day  is  most  anxious,  Father 
Jeremy,  for  your  company.    So  leaving  you 
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to  follow  US,  Amy  and  I  will  go.  You  can 
show  Mr.  Burge  the  path  to  Glenwood,  if  he 
has  forgotten  it." 

Mr.  Burge  would  have  accompanied  them, 
but  Barbara's  manner  discouraged  him.  He 
perceived  that  the  time  which  had  elapsed 
since  his  departiu'e  had  not  tended  to  advance 
him  in  her  estimation. 

Nor,  truly,  had  it.  The  feelings  with 
which  she  had  at  first  regarded  him,  and  the 
impression  that  her  first  knowledge  of  his 
character  made  upon  her,  neither  his  arts 
during  the  month  of  his  stay  with  them,  nor 
any  thought  of  hers  since,  had  served  to  alter 
or  displace.  Recollecting  his  first  interview 
with  her  unde,  and  remembering  the  sub- 
sequent depression  that  had  come  upon  the 
latter,  and  that  had  only  lightened  when  he 
was  gone,  she  could  not  help  looking  upon 
him  with  dislike  and  undefined,  but  not  less 
haunting,  suspicions. 

Sitting  after  dinner  in  the  drawing-room 
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of  Glenwood,  Mr.  Burge  took  a  place  beside 
her  as  soon  as  opportunity  allowed. 

'  "  Forgive  me,  Miss  Paul,"  he  said,  speak- 
ing in  a  low  voice,  "that  by  a  heedless  ex- 
pression to-day  I  called  a  shadow  upon  your 
.  brow." 

Barbara  did  not  affect  to  misunderstand 
him. 

"  I  mentioned  Mr.  Leigh's  name,"  he  said, 
"  casually.  Forgive  me,  if  I  trespass  over- 
confidently,  when  I  say  that  I  ought  to 
have  had  more  thought  (forgive  my  want  of 
thought),  knowing  as  I  do,  through  your 
unde,  the  relation  which  exists  between  you 
and  Mr.  Leigh." 

"  There  is  no  mystery  in  the  matter,"  re- 
turned Barbara  Paul;  "nor  do  I  see  any 
need  for  an  apology.  I  feel  proud,  and  with 
all  pride  I  confess  it,  to  have  a  title  to  assert 
against  all  disparagement  the  truth,  and 
loyalty,  and  goodness  of  heart  of  Reuben 
Leigh." 
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"  May  not  I  venture  to  envy  his  good 
fortune  and  exceeding  riches?"  said  Mr.  Burge 
in  a  still  lower  tone  of  voice.  "  And  may  I 
not  wdl  sigh,  or  dare  I  hope  fdr  a  lot  similar 
and  as  happy 

Barbara  turned  gladly  to  answer  some 
question  which  her  unde  addressed  to  her. 

Not  altogether  unexpected  by  Mr.  Paul 
was  Simon  Burge's  return.  Even  had  there 
been  no  more  substantial  ground  of  appre- 
hension, there  was  that  forecasting,  which  is 
always  dimming  upon  the  mind,  of  what  is 
disliked  or  dreaded.  His  coming  was  not  one 
whit  more  agreeable  than  it  had  been  at  first. 
To  make  it  even  less  so  was  the  calm  summer 
which  had  just  glided  by  with  all  its  tranquil 
enjoyments. 

Yet  there  was  about  Simon  Burge  less 
boldness  and  forwardness  of  aspect  than  had 
marked  his  demeanour  on  the  occasion  of  his 
previous  visit.  His  manner  and  bearing  had 
become  in  some  measure  subdued.    He  had 
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the  air  of  one  conscious  that  he  had  not  been 
altogether  so  successful  as  he  might  have 
been  induced  to  believe  himself;  of  one, 
aware  at  last  that  there  was  something  worthy 
of  attaining  which  he  had  never  reached  to. 
Something  he  had  found  to  occupy  his  mind 
in  the  long  walks  which  he  and  Mr.  Paul 
again  essayed  together.  He  did  not  show 
the  same  dislike  or  listlessness  when  they 
wandered  through  the  changing  woods  where 
all  was  often  so  still  that  he  could  hear  the 
sere  leaf  rustling  to  the  ground,  or  out  through 
the  bared,  stripped  fields,  where  the  stubble 
crumpled  beneath  their  feet,  and  the  lonely 
bird  whirred  away  on  startled  wing. 

"  Tell  me,"  he  said,  on  one  of  these  ram- 
bles, "  what  you  thought  when  I  returned. 
Did  it  startle  you  to  see  me  again  ?  Believe 
me,  when  I  left  you  last  May  I  had  no  great 
thought  that  you  ever  should." 

Mr.  Paul  retiu-ned  no  other  answer  than  a 
mere  querulous  look. 
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"Do  you  know,"  he  proceeded,  **I  now 
assent  to  the  wisdom  of  your  quiet  life  here ; 
perhaps,  not  to  pretend  to  higher  virtue  than 
I  possess,  because  I  have  grown  weary  of  a 
worldly  life.  The  pleasures  of  society  have 
to  me  become  hoUow  and  vapid.  My  vision 
has  become  too  penetrating  to  let  false  light 
gild  rottenness  and  wrong.  I  am  weary 
of  moving  amidst  crowded  falsehoods  and 
thronging  pretexts  as  false  and  deceitful  as 
any." 

"  You  view  life  differently  from  what  you 
have  done  hitherto,''  said  Mr.  Paul.  "  How 
}ong  will  last  this  tardy  change  of  mind  ?" 

"  You  do  me  wrong,"  was  the  reply.  "  I 
play  not  shilly-shaUy  with  my  resolutions,  I 
leave  not  things  half  done.  The  life  that  I 
have  led  hithaix)  I  have  seen  to  its  depths. 
I  drank  the  bright  sparkles  on  its  surface. 
Some  of  them  we  shared  together.  I  drank 
with  greater  thirst  the  liquid  body.  I 
quenched  my  thirst,  even  though  in  doing 
so  I  may  have  tasted  something  of  the  dregs* 
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I  can  aflford  to  leave  that  old  way  of  life, 
because  I  know  that  I  have  left  no  pleasure 
nor  chance  of  pleasure  untried.  I  have  not 
changed ;  and  give  me  credit  for  philosophical 
candour  when  I  tell  you,  I  but  seek  a  change 
of  circumstances.** 

"  And  yet  you  speak,"  said  Mr.  Paul,  "  of 
weariness  of  evil,  of  altered  resolutions." 

"If  I  tell  you  of  weariness,"  returned 
Simon  Burge,  "it  is  that  you  may  believe 
it,  like  repentance,  strong  to  influence  me; 
that  you  may  credit  me  when  I  tell  you  the 
life  I  purpose  to  lead.  Some  short  time  since 
I  waited  by  the  death-bed  of  my  last  relative, 
or  at  least  the  last  with  whom  I  had  any  in- 
tercourse whatever.  She  was  an  old  lady 
living  near  Bristol.  She  had  a  faint  idea  thai 
I  led  a  somewhat  wild  life ;  but  what  a  wild 
life  means  I  do  not  think  she  well  imderstood. 
She  had,  moreover,  some  faith  in  me,  not- 
withstanding all  the  rumoiu*s  that  reached  her 
ear,  and  still  more  all  that  .may  have  been 
kindly  told  her.    She  exhorted  me  in  words 
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to  a  steadier  and  better  life.  Her  more  prac- 
tical exhortation  was  to  bequeath  me  four 
hundred  pounds  per  annum.  You  and  I  once 
disputed  upon  the  subject  of  opportunities. 
You  may  recollect  that  I  laughed  at  the  idea 
of  opportxmities  made.  This  was  the  first 
vouchsafed  to  me.  Believe  me  not  altogether 
bad  when  I  mean  to  avail  myself  of  it." 

"Doing  so,  you  will  do  well/'  said  Mr. 
Paul. 

"  When  I  was  here  before — what  with  ex- 
travagance, with  the  carelessness  engendered 
by  the  chance  life  I  led,  with  the  recklessness 
wherewith  one  always  spends  money  that  has 
not  been  acquired  exactly  by  labour,  my  in- 
come was  limited  to  about  an  ensign's  pay. 
Since  then  I  have  been  fortunate.  You  need 
not  be  startled.  Though  the  money  was  won, 
I  look  upon  it  with  satisfaction,  for  it  was  won 
from  those  whom  it  was  a  charity  to  despoil. 
My  summer  campaign  (it  shall  be  my  last) 
brought  me  something  like  two  hundred  ^ 
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year.  With  that  and  my  aunt's  bequest  I 
can  live  well/* 

"  Wherer  asked  Mr.  Paul 

"  At  first,  and  until  I  grow  tired  of  it,  in 
the  sunny  climate  of  the  south ;  either  Italy 
or  the  south  of  France.  I  will  lead  there  a 
quiet  life,  or  if  I  find  the  old  need  for  excite- 
ment grow  upon  me,  I  shall  seek  it  in  change 
of  place.  Do  you  approve  of  this  plan  for 
the  future?" 

"f  fear,"  returned  Mr.  Pad,  "that  the 
desire  for  excitement,  like  a  drunkard's  thirst, 
will  master  you  again  for  folly.  If  you  have 
resolution  to  abide  by  your  present  purpose, 
it  is  well." 

"Who  are  harder  upon  poor  human 
nature,"  said  Mr.  Biu'ge,  "than  your  poets 
who  get  credit  for  all  fine  feelings.  *  Man 
resolves  and  re-resolves,  and  dies  at  last,' 
some  one  of  them  somewhere  says.  See  how 
my  announcement  of  resolutions  has  brought 
our  walk  into  the  churchyard.    They  ought, 


Digitized  byGoOgIC 


AMY  PAUL. 


203 


therefore  (if  you  will  pardon  the  'therefore' 
of  superstition)  to  be  most  strong  of  purpose 
and  unchangeable.'' 

"Think  of  what  a  small  parcel  of  the 
world  how  many  broken  resolutions  have 
ended  here/'  observed  Mr.  Paul,  glancing 
round  him. 

"  The  place  and  the  time  are  so  suitable 
for  utterance  of  philosophy,"  said  Simon 
Burge,  "that  I  am  not  sorry  to  see  even 
the  clerical  neckcloth  of  Mr.  Andrews  loom- 
ing in  the  distance.  He  is  returning,  I 
suppose,  to  that  domestic  circle  whose  cir- 
cumference is  undoubtedly  large  enough  to 
include  much  happiness." 

Mr.  Andrews  approached  to  greet  them. 

"  You  see,"  he  said,  "  how  neat  we  keep 
our  grave-yard.  I  should  suffer  at  Miss 
Amy's  hands,  Mr.  Paul,  did  I  not  enforce  all 
order  upon  my  sometimes  rather  negligent 
sexton.  We  are  in  good  trim,  however,  just 
now." 
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"  Nothing  over-peoples  faster  than  a  grave- 
yard," said  Mr.  Burge ;  "  at  least  if  city  ex- 
perience be  any  test.  No  boat  plies  a  busier 
trade  than  Charon's.  You  have  seen  a  good 
many  laid  here  even  in  your  short  time,  Mr. 
Andrews." 

"  A  good  many,"  replied  the  latter.  "  In- 
deed there  is  hardly  a  grave  here  of  which  I 
do  not  know  the  history — *  the  short  and 
simple  annals  ' — ^who  sleep  in  each  narrow 
bed,  and  who  in  life  yet  claim  kindred  with 
the  unconscious  sleeper. 

"  One  soon  becomes  acquainted  with  aQ 
the  features  of  that  which  is  familiar,"  he 
proceeded.  "Amongst  those  graves  whose 
occupiers  once  moved  amongst  us,  or  were 
otherwise  known,  there  was  one  for  a  long 
time  unclaimed  and  solitary.  It  was  a  cold 
winter's  night  when  some  persons  found  by 
the  wayside  a  feeble  sickness-worn  man,  who 
was  unable  to  teU  us  whence  he  had  come  or 
whom  he  sought.    He  died  without  doing 
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either,  and  we  buried  him  here.  You  may 
see  the  grave  from  this.  It  is  that  in  the 
comer  closest  the  wall.  For  many  a  day  I 
looked  upon  that  unrecognised  grave  with 
much  the  same  pity  with  which  one  would 
regard  a  strange  and  lonely  dweller  in  a 
familiar  place." 

Often  across  the  mind  of  the  wisest  of  us 
all,  even  as  of  the  weakest,  there  passes  a 
prescience,  a  silent  prophetic  whisper  of  what 
may  be  our  future  fate.  The  heart  low  in- 
quiring at  the  oracle  of  conscience,  hears 
dimly  its  answer.  Was  it  something  of  this 
kind  which  made  Mr.  Paul  regard  with  such 
curiosity  that  grave,  all  alone  and  unwept 
over  ?  Was  it  some  such  feeling  that  made 
him  avert  his  face  hurriedly  and  nervously  ? 

"  Yet,"  continued  Mr.  Andrews,  "  it  was 
at  length  claimed.  It  turned  out  that  it 
belonged  to  the  son  of  an  old  woman  who 
living  once  in  Lisnadill,  resided  at  that  time 
in  the  adjoining  parish.   He  had  deserted  her 
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when  a  boy,  decoyed  away  by  the  desire  of 
being  a  soldier.  When  we  knew  that  he  had 
once  lived  amongst  us  and  that  he  had 
returned  to  die  at  home,  we  rejoiced  that  we 
had  bestowed  on  him  decent  Christian  burial. 
At  sundry  times  now  that  grave  is  visited, 
and  wept  and  prayed  over.  The  poor  old 
woman  travels  here  some  miles,  which  nothing 
but  her  regretting  fondness  could  lighten." 

Mr.  Paul  trod  gently  near  the  grave,  in- 
duced to  approach ;  and  he  promised,  looking 
upon  it,  that  he  would  furnish  it  with  a  head- 
stone, that  it  might  take  its  place  with  the 
others  aroimd  it. 

In  the  quiet  home  by  which  their  path  led 
them,  and  near  which  the  Curate  parted  from 
them,  Simon  Burge  had  not  succeeded  in 
gaining  familiar  footing.  With  Mr.  Andrews 
he  had  never  been  a  favourite,  and  even  when 
Barbara  and  Am^  Paul  were  his  visitors,  he 
gave  him  no  encouragement  to  accompany 
them,    Barbara  was  not  sorry  to  have  one 
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place  where  she  and  Amy  could  take  refuge, 
and  for  the  time  escape  from  Mr.  Burge's 
company.  Some  idea  that  such  was  her 
wish  made  Mr.  Andrews  assume  (which  he 
did  rather  awkwardly)  a  churlish,  inhos- 
pitable manner.  It  may  have  been  the  same 
feeling  on  his  part  and  on  Barbara  Paul's  that 
led  her  to  give,  and  Mr.  Andrews  to  accept, 
many  an  invitation  to  dine  at  Glenwood. 

From  the  drawing-room,  where  he  and 
Mr.  Burge  carried  on  a  warm  discussion 
upon  a  subject  in  which  she  took  little  inte- 
rest. Amy  Paul  stole  away,  observed  only  by 
the  latter's  watchful  eye.  The  evening,  like 
some  fondling  Delilah,  was  still  seeking  to 
win  to  its  embrace  the  half-wakeful  day,  so 
throwing  a  warm  mantle  about  her.  Amy 
went  out,  acccHnpanied  solely  by  her  great  dog 
Neptune.  She  talked  to  Neptune,  and  fixing 
her  band  in  the  thick  curling  hair  of  his 
neck,  wandered  on  by  his  side,  still  giving 
him  to  understand  many  things,  which  he 
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seemed  from  his  slow,  steady  gait  to  be 
turning  over  in  his  own  mind.  If  she 
brought  him  to  the  lake,  he  was  warned  he 
was  by  no  means  to  wet  himself,  and  so 
become  too  disagreeable  to  walk  with.  This 
proposition  he  listened  to  with  averted  head, 
as  one  that  required  very  perplexing  con- 
sideration. All  propositions  where  duty  and 
inclination  take  opposite  sides  invariably 
do  so. 

They  reached  the  lake  together,  and 
Neptune  stood  by  her  side,  as  if  he  admired 
the  view  just  as  much  as  his  mistress ;  and, 
perhaps,  with  greater  pleasure,  for  there  was 
a  struggle  between  brightness  and  gloom  on 
the  bosom  of  her  miniature  lake  that  struck 
Amy's  fancy  with  some  sadness.  Through 
the  spaces  that  intervened  between  the  trees 
the  deep  red  sunset  poured  with  palpable 
beams,  and  crimsoning  over  one  half  of  the 
lake,  seemed  to  be  seeking  to  kiss  the  cold 
waters  into  warmth.    Over  the  other  portion 
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of  the  lake  that  lay  within  the  influence  of 
the  mountain  range  whose  intervening  siun- 
mits  shut  out  the  sunset,  there  rested  a  wan, 
pale  gleam,  thickening  into  weird  mi3ts. 
Dimly  enwrapping  such  half  of  the  mimic 
sea,  the  shadow  of  night  was  slowly  advanc- 
ing (it  seemed  to  Amy  like  some  surging 
sorrow)  upon  what  still  remained  bright  and 
glowing. 

She  watched  the  moving  scene  silently,  twin- 
ing her  hand  more  closely  in  Neptime's  curls. 

So  they  both  stood  for  some  time,  xmtil  a 
step  hastily  approaching  caused  Neptime, 
breaking  her  hold,  to  turn  roxmd  and  con- 
front the  intruder.  Amy  was  somewhat 
surprised  to  see  that  the  person  who  advanced 
was  Mr.  Burge. 

"  I  hardly  thought  I  should  be  so  fortu- 
nate in  my  stroll.  Miss  Paul,"  he  said  (having 
by  the  way  carefully  tracked  her  path).  "  Like 
myself,  however,  do  you  seek  an  appetite  for 
dinner?" 

VOL.  I.  P 
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Amy  paused  for  a  moment,  as  if  uncertain 
of  the  mood  in  which  to  frame  her  reply. 

"Which  would  have  been  effectually  de- 
stroyed,'' she  said,  answering  him  in  his  own 
tone,  had  I  listened  further  to  such  dry  dis- 
cussions as  you  and  Mr.  Andrews  thought  fit 
to  entertain  me  with." 

Mr.  Surge  was  dose  to  her  side  when  he 
replied  : 

"  Not  mine  the  fault ;  I  detest  all  argu- 
ment and  all  discussion.  Neptxme  himself 
has  as  much  taste  for  logic  as  I.  You  seem 
to  have  gifted  him,  however,  with  your  own 
sense  of  the  picturesque,  Miss  Paul,  when  he 
accompanied  you  to  this  quiet  scene.  The 
sky  wears  the  red  livery,  and  has  all  the  cold 
repose  of  frost." 

"  There  is  chill  enough  in  the  air  to  warn 
me  home,"  replied  Amy,  "  and  the  shadows 
begin  to  haunt  the  bosom  of  the  lake  over- 
much for  Neptune's  nerves.  Neptune,  like 
all  other  sensible  dogs,  is  afraid  of  ghosts." 
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She  turned  to  move  homewards,  and  bid- 
dmg  him  to  her  side,  hid  her  hand  again 
on  Neptune's  neck. 

The  scene  appeals  to  you  for  one  more 
look,"  said  Mr.  Burge,  "  and  would  stay  your 
hasty  step.    How  still  and  really  beautiful 

it  is  r 

I  have  seen  my  miniature  lake  at  all 
hours,"  replied  Amy  Paul,"  and  I  have  thought 
it  always  beautiful.  My  tiny  sea,  with  its 
tiny  waves  and  cliflFs,  could  bear  comparison 
with  some  more  noted.  But  the  shadows 
that  deepen  over  it  warn  me,  if  I  would  avoid 
Barbara's  anger,  to  escape  night-air  by  huny- 
ing  home." 

"  I  have  been  a  wanderer  Jn  many  lands," 
said  Mr.  Burge,  as  he  turned,  too,  determined 
to  bear  her  company ;  "  I  have  seen  many  a 
noted  place ;  I  think^  however,  much  of  the 
beauty  of  scenery  depends  on  our  own 
minds." 

p  2 
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"  What/*  cried  Amy,  "  do  even  you^believe 
in — 

"  '  That  light  which  never  was  on  sea  or  land» 
The  consecration  and  the  poet's  dream  V  *' 

Her  animated  face  drew  and  fixed  Mr. 
Surge's  admiring  gaze. 

"  There  is  little  of  the  poet  about  me,  I 
fear,"  he  replied,  with  a  smile.  "  I  alluded 
to  no  poet's  dream.  I  merely  meant  a  con- 
tented, undesiring  mind." 

"Not  too  tired,"  said  Amy,  perhaps  wil- 
fully mistaking  him;  "supper  ordered  at  a 
comfortable  hotel :  a  feeling  that  your  bank- 
ers would  not  forget  you  at  the  nearest  town. 
To  a  mind  full  of  such  contentment,  even 
Holland,  which  I  hear  is  a  region  of  sluggish 
canals  and  sandy  flats,  might  become  not 
only  tolerable,  but  picturesque." 

"  Little  as  I  have  of  poetry,"  said  Mr. 
Burge,  "would  you  deprive  me  of  that 
Uttle— " 
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His  voice  dropped  as  he  was  about  to  say 
more,  but  Amy's  wayward  interruption  pre- 
vented him. 

"  Nay,"  she  said,  "  not  if  you  claim  any 
portion  of  the  poet  Rather  must  your  taste 
be  further  cultivated.  You  shall  read  Shelley's 
essay  to-night :  a  defence  of  poetry,  written 
by  a  poet,  which  turns,  as  ypu  might  suspect, 
into  a  persuasive  song.  Glenwood,  and  per- 
haps my  miniature  lake,  m-e  beginning  to 
work  within  you  a  change  of  •  mind,  and 
Shelley  shall  be  the  high  priest  to  prepare  you 
for  admission  within  the  temple  of  imagina- 
tion." 

"Are  my  world-ways — are  the  emphasis 
and  trace  of  mere  every-day  life  so  apparent?" 
asked  Mr.  Bui^e,  with  a  seriousness  that  was 
not  altogether  unreal. 

"  You  will  not  gain  admission  so  easily  as 
you  think,"  cried  Amy,  in  her  heedless  fancy, 
"  You  must  fight  old  Homeric  battles;  lurk 
in  the  cave  of  some  man-eatmg  Cyclops; 
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listen  to  the  song  of  syrens;  descend  bdow 
the  earth,  and  wander  m  the  land  of  dreams. 
The  iron-clothing  of  knight-errants  you  must 
endure  ;  pilgrimages  to  shrines  defended  by 
sun  and  sand  you  must  imdergo ;  you  must 
shiver  lanoes  innum^ble  for  ideal  beauties. 
You  must  wander  in  pensive  groves ;  know 
the  language  of  the  winds ;  hear  the  voices  of 
the  weird-stars;  and  sympathise  with  the 
sigh  of  the  clouded  moon.  What  impos- 
sible things  you  shall  have  to  perform  !  You 
must  drink  a  beakerful  of  the  warm  south ; 
become  a  golden  mote  with  the  skylark ;  be 
fed  by  the  night-winds  on  silver  dew.  Oh, 
you  cannot  think  what  a  place  it  is  into  which 
you  have  sought  to  gain  entrance 

This  time  on  looking  up,  she  perceived  the 
admiring  gaze  that  was  bent  upon  her. 
Checking  herself,  she  turned  away  hastily 
with  a  flushed  brow. 

"I  recollect,'*  said  Mr.  Burge,  '*when 
some  adventurous  mortal  seeks  entrance 
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iato  casstles  as  e&chanted  as  this  temple  of 
which  you  speak,  there  has  ever  been  some 
lady,  beautiful  as  she  is  kind,  to  aid  and 
guide  him  who  otherwise  had  been  lost. 
Perhaps  you  will  deal  so  with  one  who  treads, 
he  is  free  to  confess,,  new  and  unknown 
ground." 

"Oh,"  said  Amy,  after  a  pause  for  a 
moment,  "  you  must  first  prove  yourself  a 
bold  and  venturous  knight/' 

Is  there  not  one  service  beneficial  above 
all  others  ?"  inquired  Mr.  Buige.  "  Is  there 
not  one  potent  charm? — dutifully  to  obey 
the  behests  of  beauty,  and  with  a  spell  upon 
you  which  makes  duty  your  highest  pleasure." 

The  glance  that  accompanied  these  words, 
served  to  point  them ;  and  though  Amy  Paul 
did  not  bear  constantly  about  with  her  the 
conscious  sense  of  her  own  beauty,  it  was 
impossible  for  her  not  to  see  their  intended 
application,  and  so  she  held  her  peace. 

"I  commenced,"  continued  Mr.  Biu'ge, 
with  the  remark  that  in  the  fairest  scenery 
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the  gazer  ofteti  finds  something  wanting.  I 
have  found  it  so.  I  have  gazed  on  waters 
and  lands  clothed  with  all  the  softness  of  an 
Italian  sunset,  and  I  have  felt  a  craving  and 
a  desire  in  my  heart  that  all  presented  to  me 
did  by  no  means  satisfy;  it  but  suggested 
that  want  of  which  I  speak.  We  sigh  for 
beauty  that  lives  and  moves  ;  for  beauty  that 
we  may  woo  until  it  answer  to  our  sigh,  and 
that  we  do  not  look  upon  merely  to  part  from, 
but  to  bear  it  with  us  always  through  life." 

"Miss  Barbara,  Neptune,  Miss  Barbara," 
exclaimed  Amy,  and  she  sprang  forward  to 
•  meet  her  sister,  who  waited  her  coming  at  the 
hall  door,  for  they  had  reached  the  house. 

"  Here,  Barbara,"  she  continued,  "  is  Mr. 
Biu-ge  about  to  turn  poet,  and  to  beg  ad- 
niisslon  into  the  temple  of  imagination.  He 
has  sought  just  now  to  persuade  Neptune  and 
me  that  the  rust  has  not  utterly  eaten  away 
his  unused  share  of  romance." 

"  Nay^  Miss  Paul,"  remarked  Simon  Burge, 
aware  how  her  glance  tested  uneasfly  upon 
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him,  "only  that  a  world-life  has  not  ren- 
dered me  utterly  insensate  to  every  softer 
influence  of  hour  and  place/' 

"We  must  believe  you,  Mr.  Burge,"  re- 
plied Barbara,  "since  you  left  firelight  and 
conversation  for  the  chill  night-air.  There  is 
a  mist  abroad,  Amy,  of  which  you  should 
have  been  more  cautious." 

"  Still  it  has  hardly  damped  Neptune's 
coat,"  rejoined  Amy ;  "  and,  then,  he  has 
got  such  an  appetite  for  his  dinner." 

Truly,  the  softer  influence  of  hour  and 
place  did  seem  to  affect  Mr.  Burge;  for  a 
feeling,  all  the  absurdity  and  folly  of  which 
he  duly  acknowledged,  was  winning  upon 
him.  As  he  would  have  ridiculed  it  in 
another,  he  did  not  altogether  spare  it  in 
himself.  And  yet  his  life  with  all  its  world- 
&shioned  principles  and  world-made  thoughts 
suffered  itself  to  be  lulled  into  drowsiness  and 
fell  asleep ;  and  into  its  sleep  the  loveliness  of 
Amy  Paul  stole,  a  dream  and  gleaming  vision. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

Wherein,  notwithstanding  the  dislike  of  Barbara 
Piaul  and  the  feelings  entertained  by  Amy,  Simon 
Burge  solicits  their  imqle's  aid  in  effecting  his 
purposed  change  of  life,  and  obtains  from  Mr. 
Paul  the  promise  of  his  assistance. 

Mr.  Elt  continued  to  be  full  (meta- 
phorically speaking)  of  valves  and  pistons,  of 
action  and  double-action,  of  suckers  and 
levers,  and  air-vessels ;  and  to  abound  with 
lateral  pressures,  hydrostatical  paradoxes,  and 
other  startling  doctrines  to  be  found  in  books, 
that  treat  of  water  and  make  muddy  their 
subject.  Frequently  he  sought  with  fluent 
words,  and  by  accurate  diagrams,  to  bestow 
some  knowledge  of  the  matt^  upon  Amy 
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Paul;  for  even  she,  though  she  could  not 
altogether  repress  her  smiles,  did  not  escape. 
On  many  an  instructive  lecture,  to  which  she 
was  wont  to  listen  with  commendable  serious- 
ness, Mr.  Burge  contrived  to  intervene,  and 
won  her  gratitude  by  feigning  stupidity,  and 
drawing  down  on  himself  an  ampler,  and  not- 
withstanding the  topic,  a  dryer  explanation. 

Many  another  excuse  and  plausible  pretext 
Simon  Burge  found  for  attaching  himself  to 
her  side,  seeking  to  familiarise  himself  to  her 
mind,  and  to  render  his  presence  so  much  a 
part  of  her  daily  life,  that  it  would  be  always 
npected,  and,  he  hoped,  wished  for.  There 
was  an  unconsciousness  about  Amy,  alto* 
gether  real  and  unaffected,  which  greatly 
&voured  him  in  these  projects.  She  little 
suspected  that  the  power  of  her  beauty  was 
bringing  him  a  worshipper  to  her  feet ;  and 
had  she  known  it,  to  her  it  would  have  been 
anything  but  a  pleasure  or  a  triumph. 

It  marked  Barbara  Paul's  instinctive  dis* 
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like  to  Mr.  Burge,  that  she  completely  and 
at  once  recoiled  from  the  idea  of  his  being 
the  suitor  of  Amy.  Less  reason  she  saw 
every  day  to  doubt  that  such  was  the  cha^ 
racter  which  he  either  sought  to  sustain,  or 
which  imposed  itself  upon  him.  If  it  were 
a  bondage  against  which  he  strove,  she  had 
hopes  that  he  would  seek  to  escape  from  it. 
Meanwhile  she  felt  that  she  acted  aright  in 
watching  Amy's  movements,  and  in  guarding 
her  as  far  as  possible  from  any  artful  atten- 
tions. Yet  suspecting  that  he  with  whom 
she  had  to  deal,  was  just  as  unscrupulous  as 
he  was  subtle,  she  could  not  free  herself  from 
many  anxious  and  disturbing  thoughts  which 
crept  into  her  manner,  and  at  times,  far  more 
plainly  than  she  was  aware  of,  exhibited 
themselves  in  her  demeanour. 

"  Mr.  Trouton,  Barbara,"  said  Amy  Paul, 
"  told  me  that  there  would  be  a  frost  to-night 
keen  enough  to  *cool  anger.'  It  has  been 
keen  enough  not  to  leave  the  vestige  of  a 
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doud  in  all  the  sky  above  us.    Look  up, 
see  that  it  is  so." 

Barbara  had  carried  her  sister  away  from 
Glenwood  for  the  evening,  managing  to  do 
so  unperceived.  When  Amy  spoke,  they 
were  on  their  way  to  Castle-Elt.  The  owner 
of  that  mansion  had  requested  them  to  come 
alone,  if  it  were  only  for  once.  He  promised 
that  they  should  have  a  fire  of  wood  and  turf, 
sparkling  with  cheerfulness,'  and  tea  served 
in  the  cozy  parlour  in  all  their  old  homeliness 
of  style.  Further,  at  what  he  called  Amy's 
saucy  request,  he  gave  his  word  of  solemn 
honour  (for  with  less  she  would  not  be 
content)  not  to  utter  an  hydraulical  sentence 
during  the  course  of  the  evening,  nor  even  to 
hint  at  the  subject  imder  any,  the  most 
favourable  circumstances.  With  these  induce- 
ments and  promises  in  store,  they  hastened 
down  to  Father  Jeremy's. 

"  Though  there  is  a  keen  frost,"  said  Amy, 
speaking  again,  as  they  followed  the  crisped 
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pathway, and  though  it  ought  to  be,  and  no 
doubt  is  very  cold,  yet  there  seems  to  me  to 
be  a  sense  of  warmth  in  the  air." 

"  The  dryness  of  the  atmosphere,**  said  her 
sister,  "  may  account  for  that." 

"  Never,  Barbara,  if  you  love  me,"  replied 
Amy  gaily,  "  have  recourse  to  philosophy  for 
a  reason,  Her  explanations  are  as  dull  as 
the  old  dame  herself.  Know  rather  that 
everything  contains  its  own  solace.  The 
coldness  of  the  air  ends  in  educbg  a  feeling 
of  warmth.  So  it  is,  that  when  the  wanderer 
through  icy  regions  of  snow  falls  down  chill 
and  numbed,  he  imagines  himself  enwrapped 
to  the  highest  degree  of  comfort.  Do  yon 
know,  I  almost  think  pain  in  death  has  never 
yet  been  felt." 

"  Do  not  accuse  me  of  philosophy,  Amy, 
and  acquit  yourself.  You  absolutely  dare  to 
theorise." 

"  See,  too,"  continued  Amy,  not  stopping 
to  ward  oflF  the  accusation,  "  how  your  *  dry- 
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ness  of  atmosphere'  has  brightened  and 
starred  the  sky.  Is  it  not  curious  that  the 
colder  grows  the  earth  we  tread,  the  more 
glowing  are  the  heavens  ?  Is  there  no  truth 
— one  of  those  truths  that  are  found  in  fancy- 
land — dimly  limned  out  in  that  fact?  But 
stay ;  another  syllable  I  will  not  utter.  I 
made  use  of  that  horrid  word,  fact.  Hideous 
in  itself,  it  is  the  foundation  of  all  dul- 
ness." 

"Has  fancy  also  a  philosophy,  that  the 
word  will  sometimes  intrude  itself?"  asked 
Barbara. 

"  Look  up,"  exclaimed  Amy,  "  and  see  an 
outspread  scroll  of  glittering  facts  in  which 
fancy  takes  chief  delight.  A  universe  for  a 
book  she  has,  and  for  every  text  nothing  less 
than  a  star-world.  Just  now  to  meet  your 
eye,  dear  Barbara,  there  is  brightness  enough 
to  win  away  the  sad  and  serious  look  I  have 
seen  in  your  face  to-night,  though  not  for  the 
first  time." 
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"  Why  do  you  say  so,  Amy  ?"  replied  her 
sister.    "  I  am  not  sad." 

Amy  merely  shook  her  he?id.  As  she 
.  said  nothing,  they  went  on  more  hastily,  and 
in  silence.  Barbara  feared,  lest  by  any  ques- 
tion she  should  suggest  what  was  still 
unthought  of. 

When  they  arrived  at  Castle-Elt,  they 
foxmd  Mr.  Andrews  there.  He  had  just  come, 
he  said,  from  visiting  one  of  his  parishioners ; 
and  as  he  mentioned  her  name,  his  look 
thanked  Barbara,  for  he  knew  that  it  was  to 
her  watchful  kindness  that  the  decrepid  old 
woman  owed  most,  if  not  all,  the  comforts 
that  were  made  to  afleviate  her  suflferings. 

Amy,  who  installed  herself  mistress,  ac- 
cording to  custom,  invited  him  to  remain  to 
tea.    Mr.  Elt,  himself,  seconded  her  request. 

"  And  further,  Mr.  Andrews,"  urged  Amy, 
"  Father  Jeremy  has  vowed  a  sincere  vow  not 
to  say  a  word  upon  valves  or  pistons,  or  any- 
thing connected  with  that  horrid  invention. 
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He  is  to  keep  the  whole  subject  for  Mr.  Biirge 
alone,  who  understands  and  has  a  liking  for  it." 

Father  Jeremy  could  bear  to  be  laughed  at 
by  Amy ;  but  Mr.  Andrews  was  not  quite  sure 
bow  &r  he  could  yenture.  This  negative  in- 
ducement he  therefore  left  imanswered. 

"  Miss  Amy,"  he  said,  "  I  have  been  out 
nearly  all  day,  and  I  have  sundry  duties  to 
pwform  to-night,  which  will  preclude  my  re- 
maining. I  have  Latin  lessons  to  hear,  copies 
to  set,  and  maps  to  trace.  Your  friend  Charley 
is,  just  now,  a  Gradus  ad  Pamassum." 

"  If  you  believe,  Amy,"  said  Miss  Paul, 
there  is  no  such  thing  as  an  ascent  to  Par- 
nassus.   It  is  an  outspread  wing  or  nothing." 

"  So  that,  if  Charley  be  the  only  obstacle  to 
your  remaining,"  said  Amy,  "  you  see  it  is  at 
once  removed." 

"  My  tasks  are  manifold,"  replied  Mr.  An- 
drews, "  and  Glenwood  has  latterly  made  nii3 
quite  negligent.  If  I  add  Castle-Elt  to  Glen- 
wood, I  shall  be  utterly  ruined." 

VOL.  L  Q 
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"He  has  escaped/'  said  Amy,  as  Mr.  An- 
drews bade  her  an  affectionate  good-night,  and 
hurried  away,  afraid  to  trust  to  his  own  reso- 
lution. "Take  warning,  Barbara,"  she  con- 
tinued ;  "  you  see  how  dismal  and  exacting, 
after  all,  are  domestic  duties." 

If  ever  Mrs.  iTrouton  had  excelled  herself  in 
home-made  bread,  a  feat  not  easily  accom- 
plished, that  night  she  had  done  so ;  and  if  ever 
there  was  sweet,  pleasant  bread  formed  of 
wheat,  it  was  the  bread  she  had  that  night 
prepared.  If  ever  there  was  turf  as  hard  and 
black  as  coal,  it  was  that  which  Mr.  Trouton 
had  in  store,  and  which,  intermingled  with 
wood  cut  into  convenient-sized  logs,  made  such 
a  cheerful,  lively  fire.  And  if  ever  there  was  a 
neat  cozy  room,  and  a  neat,  well-ordered  tea- 
service,  it  was  that  (as  the  reader  already 
knows)  over  which  Amy  presided,  and  which 
Father  Jeremy  had  set  forth  for  the  reception 
of  his  children,  glad  to  call  them  so  once  more, 
for  by  strange  presences,  they  had  for  some 
time  past  changed  almost  into  mere  friends. 
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Dear  Father  Jeremy,"  said  Amy,  "  you 
cannot  think  with  what  a  serious  face  Barbara 
did  this  night,  as  we  came  down,  gaze  up  into 
the  solemn  dome  of  stars.  I  do  not  know 
what  was  in  her  mind.  Perhaps  it  was  the 
infinity  of  space." 

"  A  solemn  thought,  surely !"  said  Mr.  Elt 
with  all  seriousness.    "  A  great  thought !" 

"  But  not  mine,  I  can  assure  you,"  said 
Barbara.  I  am  not  quite  so  sublime  as  Amy 
is  imaginative." 

"  But  in  truth,  dear  Father  Jeremy,"  con- 
tinued Amy,  "  you  cannot  think  how  really  sad 
Barbara  is  becoming ;  how  melancholy  does  at 
times  cast  its  dim  shroud  around  her." 

"  Give  no  heed  to  Amy,"  said  Barbara,  as 
Mr.  Elt  turned  inquiringly  towards  her.  "  Why 
listen  to  the  narration  of  that  which  is,  except 
by  her  fancy,  utterly  unseen."  But,  even  as  she 
spoke,  she  could  not  conceal  her  fear,  lest  Amy 
should  have  surmised  the  cause  of  all  her  grave 
anxiety  of  late. 

a  2 
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^'She  sits  sometimes,"  persisted  the  latter, 
''with  her  head  leaning  on  her  hand,  leaving 
her  sighs  to  trip  as  they  like  upon  her  words. 
You  recollect  the  stories  we  read,  Father 
Jeremy,  the  other  day,  of  some  strange,  wonder- 
working glass.  What  sage  was  he  to  whom 
the  crystal  (for  such  it  was)  belonged  ?" 

"Agrippa,  was  it  not?"  replied  Mr.  EJt, 
"  Agrippa's  crystal." 

"  And  oh,  how  he  showed  in  its  magic 
depths,"  she  continued — "  depths  to  whidi  the 
deep  sea  is  as  nothing — all  the  longing  heart 
that  prayed  it  of  him,  asked.  If  we  had  that 
glass  to-day,  and  could  contrive  to  gain  the  skill 
of  that  old  kind  sage,  whom  do  you  think 
would  they  raise  for  Barbara's  wish  and  to  her 
longing  look,  winning  her  from  all  depression." 

"Let  me  borrow  from  you,  Amy,"  replied 
Barbara,  ''  this  once,  and  tell  you,  that  memory 
filling  the  heart,  makes  of  it  for  such  purposes 
as  you  name  and  hint  at,  a  crystal  far  more 
magic  than  Agrippa's.     It  is  not  in  distant 
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lands  tKat  I  should  like  to  see  Reuben  Leigh ; 
but  much  I  do  wish,  very  much  indeed,  to  see 
him  here/' 

"  Listen,  Father  Jeremy,"  cried  Amy,  Uttle 
knowing  the  secret  causes  that  added  so  much 
fervour  to  the  expression  of  Barbara's  wish, 
"listen  to  her  confession.  She  regrets  his 
absence,  and  wishes  Reuben  Leigh  were  here, 
as  if  we  were  not  quite  assured  she  did  both. 
Next,  however,  to  his  presence  here,  would  be 
the  glance  that  glass  would  give  into  other 
lands.  For  no  other  purpose  than  to  gratify 
that  craving  of  the  heart  which  sometimes 
shows  itself  in  the  gravity  of  the  countenance." 

"  Half  Reuben's  time  of  absence  is  past 
now,"  said  Mr.  Elt,  "  and  we  shall  soon  have 
him  back  again.  But  if  you,  Amy,  had  that 
magic  crystal,"  he  continued,  "  what  would  you 
do?" 

**  Satisfy  my  curiosity,"  was  the  reply. 

"  But  how?"  persisted  Mr.  Elt. 

"  How,"  she  said,  musingly.     "  I  know,  but 
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will  not  tell  what  you  do,  Father  Jeremy,  every 
day  and  every  hour,  and  not  for  the  world 
would  I  cast  a  thought  upon  the  subjects  on 
which  I  know  you  think.  I  know  what  Bar- 
bara does  and  thinks  night  and  day,  Whether 
she  be  serious  or  not.  I  know,  I  believe,  what 
uncle  does,  poring  over  books  in  his  study.  I 
do  not  care  to  know  what  any  great  personage 
under  the  s\m  does,  for  then  they  might  cease  to 
be  great,  and  I  am  willing  not  to  esteem  all  man- 
kind a  pigmy  race.  If  I  had  my  wish,  I  would 
raise  Mr.  Burge  " 

"  Mr.  Burge !"  said  Barbara,  with  more 
uneasiness  than  surprise. 

"  Why  him  ?"  asked  Mr.  Elt. 

"  I  would  read  his  solitary  thoughts,"  re- 
turned Amy.  "  I  would  see  him  alone,  with 
his  past  life.  I  would  know  why  he  looks  so 
cold  and  dark  at  times.  I  would  know  why  he 
strives  to  smile  when  his  heart  has  no 
warmth." 

"  How  do  you  know  that  his  heart  is  without 
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wannth?"  asked  Mr.  Elt.  "Often  a  cold 
exterior  hides  a  warm  nature," 

"Ask  Barbara  what  she  thinks,"  returned 
Amy. 

"  Nay,"  said  her  sister,  "  let  me  hear  your 
reasons,  and  then  I  will  give  you  my  opinion." 

"  Then  I  will  let  you  hear  no  reasons,"  said 
Amy,  "  for  1  have  none  to  give.  I  only  know 
that  I  believe  his  nature  cold  and  unwarmed ; 
and  further,  that  it  would  take  much  to  convince 
me  of  the  contrary. 

"You  are  right  after  all,"  said  Barbara. 
"  The  feelings  that  prompt  liking  or  dislike  are 
sometimes  too  indefinite  to  be  clothed  in  words. 
It  is  doubtful,  too,  whether  if  they  were  ever  so 
well  expressed,  they  would  be  acknowledged  in 
the  high  cant  of  our  most  logical  brains  to  be 
true  or  any  reasons.  Cold  arguments  are  for 
the  head.  The  heart  deals  in  pure  dogmatism 
only." 

"And  I  for  one  yield  to  it  unquestioning 
obedience,"  interrupted  Amy. 
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"  Our  emotions,"  said  Barbara,  "  are  like  the 
bright  appearances  of  the  deities  of  old;  we 
see  and  feel  their  presence,  but  others  know  it 
not,  nor  can  we  show  it  them." 

"  See,'*  said  Amy,  "  how  easily  our  thoughts 
escape,  even  from  Mr.  Burge,  to  what  is  bright 
and  pleasant." 

"  From  all  which  I  may  judge,"  said  Mr. 
Elt,  "  that  Mr.  Burge  is  no  favourite  of  yours." 

A  small  shrug  of  Amy's  shoulders,  and  a 
half-pouting  look,  was  all  the  answer  she  vouch- 
safed. 

Yet,  when  Father  Jeremy  was  accompanying 
them  home  to  Glenwood,  they  met  Mr.  Burge, 
on  his  way  to  Castle-Elt.  He  tiuned  with 
them,  attaching  himself  to  Amy's  side ;  and  it 
struck  even  Mr.  Elt  that  in  his  tones,  as  well 
as  in  his  smiles,  there  was  some  litde  warmth, 
more  than  he  had  before  noticed,  at  all  events. 

Notwithstanding  that  all  these  things  were 
apparent  to  Mr.  Paul,  and  when  Barbara  half 
resolved  to  make  known  to  him  all  the  grounds 
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of  her  uneasiness  and  apprehension  she  little 
conceived  they  were  so,  he  had  hitherto  taken  no 
notice  of  them  whatever.  He  adopted  an  afTec- 
tation  of  ignorance,  in  the  weak  hope  to  escape 
from  the  matter  altogether.  Of  this  poor  sub- 
terfuge he  was  not  long  allowed  to  avail  himself. 
He  was  driven  from  the  course  of  feigned 
ignorance,  which  his  vacillation  led  him  to  adopt. 

He  was  sitting  at  a  late  hour  in  his  study, 
when,  with  a  soft  knock  at  the  door,  Simon 
Burge  entered. 

"  I  have  intruded  upon  you,"  he  said,  as  he 
advanced,  "  because  I  have  something  of  im- 
portance to  say,  and  wished  to  do  so  undis- 
turbed.'* 

There  was  nothing  vety  particular  in  this 
announcement,  and  it  may  have  been  only  the 
dim  light  of  the  lamp  by  which  he  sat,  that  lent 
such  a  shrinking  pallor  to  Mr.  Paul's  features  as 
he  listened  to  these  words. 

Simon  Burge  drew  a  chair  to  the  table  and 
sat  down^  bending  over  it,  opposite  to  him,  the 
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same  contrast  between  them  as  they  had  ever 
presented. 

"  You  cannot,"  he  said,  "  have  forgotten,  I 
think,  all  that  I  told  you  of  iny  purposes  for  the 
future,  and  desire  to  change.  I  have  not  for- 
gotten your  approval  of  my  resolution,  I  am 
about  to  put  the  strength  of  your  approval  to 
the  test.  In  order  that  I  may  abide  more 
firmly  by  my  new  and  altered  life,  I  ask  your 
aid." 

"  My  aid,"  said  Mr.  Paul,  without  raising  his 
eyes. 

"  Your  aid  can  avail  much,"  was  the  reply, 
"  to  make  or  unmake  me.  Let  me  speak  to 
you  in  plain  words  what  you  may  set  down — 
but  no,  you  will  not,  though  I  myself  at  one 
time  would — to  mere  folly.  My  heart  is  not 
of  very  pliant  stuflF.  It  has  been  somewhat 
hardened,  and  its  better  feelings  (men  call  them 
better)  in  some  degree  stifled.  Yet  someway, 
whether  for  good  or  ill,  my  desire  for  change 
has  induced  another  feeling,  and  one  new  some* 
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what  to  me,  I  do  not  think  you  are  altogether 
ignorant  of  it.  You  will  not  be  very  much 
surprised,  I  think,  to  hear,  that  with  no  weak, 
puling  sentiment,  but  with  the  love  that  a  man 
may  feel,  and  that  may  sway  a  man's  heart, 
I  love  your  niece.  Amy  Paul." 

The  blow  which  he  had  too  surely  dreaded, 
struck  him  at  last.  Half  formed  in  expectation 
and  fear,  he  felt  it  not  the  less  harsh  and  dis- 
tinct. With  words  that_  sounded  but  as  a  low 
wail,  Mr.  Paul  turned  aside. 

"Amy,'*  was  his  murmured  cry:  *'0h,  my 
dear  child !  oh.  Amy  !" 

Pitiable  it  truly  was  to  see  his  enfeebled 
grief.  He  seemed  to  know  the  demand  which 
would  follow  the  avowal  he  had  heard,  and  to 
anticipate  his  want  of  power  to  refuse. 

Simon  Burge  waited  until  he  had  grown 
somewhat  calm.  A  look  of  conscious  power 
was  all  that  met  Mr.  Paul's  gaze  when  he  at 
last  turned  his  frighted  face  towards  him.  He 
grew  paler  still,  as  if  he  read  in  that  unaltered 
look  a  fatal  doom. 
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"What  means  aU  this?"  he  heard  said,  in 
cold,  distinct  tones.  "What  reason  for  this 
emotion?  I  tell  you  nothing  wonderful  or 
startling.  I  repeat  to  you  nothing  wonderful 
or  startling,  when  I  tell  you  that  I  love  your 
niece,  and  when  I  ask  you  to  make  me  known 
to  her  in  the  character  of  a  suitor  whom  you 
favoiu"." 

Again  a  bending  down  before  these  unswerv* 
ing  words,  and  again  a  weak  wailing  of  "  Amy ! 
oh,  dear  Amy !"  but  no  sign  of  resistance ; 
no  symptom  of  opposition. 

"  This  is  worse  than  childish,"  said  Simon 
Burge,  vexed  with  the  uncontrollable  emotion 
that  suggested  thoughts  he  would  rather  have 
kept  away.  "  Listen  to  me  calmly,  if  you  can ; 
at  all  events,  listen.  I  have  told  you  of  my 
determination,  winning  your  niece,  to  change 
my  life  altogether.  I  have  told  you  of  the 
means  which  I  possess,  and  which  I  may  in- 
crease, to  procure  and  promote  her  happiness. 
In  some  home  in  another  land,  what  will  there 
be  to  prevent  her  being  happy  ?    What  is  there 
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in  the  lot  I  present  to  make  you  grieve  in  this 
silly  manner?'* 

All  his  reasoning  fell  on  a  heedless  ear. 
There  was  but  the  one  image  present  to  Mr. 
Paul's  mind.    Of  that  he  spoke. 

So  young ;  so  guileless ;  in  her  innocence  so 
lovely."  Then  raising,  and  fixing  on  Simon 
Burge  a  startled  look,  as  if  he  realised  the 
sacrifice  demanded  of  him,  he  continued,  "  Pic- 
ture her  what  she  is.  Dwell  on  her  purity  and 
innocence.  Think;  only  think  of  what  you 
ask." 

He  suggested  the  refiisal  he  had  not  boldness 
to  utter.  There  was  bitterness  in  Simon 
Biu-ge's  tone  as  he  replied,  Picture  her  what 
she  is,  and  ask  myself  then,  I  suppose^  should 
she,  being  as  she  is,  in  her  innocence  so  lovely, 
be  joined  with  one  like  me.  I  have  pictured 
her  as  she  is,"  he  added  in  an  altered  tone. 
"  Foolish  as  may  seem  the  confession,  I  have 
done  so,  over  and  over  again.  I  have  dwelt 
upon  her,  young  and  lovely  as  she  is ;  guileless 
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beyond  aU  other  womankind,  and  artless  as  I 
have  never  seen  woman ;  winning  in  her  graceful 
fancies.  I  have  dwelt  upon  her  remembered 
form  and  loveliness,  until  her  presence  lived  and 
moved  with  me.  I  have  pictured  her,  and  re- 
calling that  picture  is  not  the  way  now  to  make 
me  love  her  less." 

It  was  strange  to  see  the  flush  of  emotion 
upon  features  usually  so  cold  and  dark— strange 
to  see  the  power  of  passion  swaying  the  rugged 
man  as  though  he  were  a  boy.  Truly,  selfish- 
ness often  weaves  toils  to  ensnare  itself.  The 
whim  of  the  moment,  the  caprice  of  the  day 
had  strengthened  into  an  overmastering  passion. 

Through  the  room  filled  with  this  strong 
passion  that  would  too  surely  beat  down  the 
wavering  resolution  opposed  to  it,  there  was 
silence  for  some  moments.  It  was  broken  by 
Mr.  Paul 

"  Oh,  Amy,"  he'  said,  "  shall  I — I  who  have 
brought  upon  you  the  one  indistinct  cloud  that 
alone  shadows  your  life— shall  my  hand  and 
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tongue  aid  in  consigning  you  to  a  fate  which 
would  assuredly  work  you  misery  ?  Simon  Burge, 
go  back  to  the  world,  I  beseech  you.  Forbear 
this  suit.    Forget  this  dream.    It  is  a  dream." 

"  If  it  be  a  dream,"  replied  the  other,  coldly 
and  distinctly  once  more,  aware  that  these  per* 
suasions  were  only  an  indirect  refusal,  "  it  is 
one  in  which  I  will  seek  to  live.  I  know  all — 
I  can  anticipate  all  that  you  would  urge  upon 
me.  You  would  tell  me,  that  Amy  Paul,  a 
woman  in  years,  is  still  joined  by  the  fresh 
waywardness  of  her  heart  to  childhood.  Such 
has  been  to  me  her  chiefest  charm.  You  would 
tell  me  that  I  come  from  scenes  polluted  with 
heartle^sness  that  is  next  to  crime.  If  I  do,  it 
is  to  leave  them ;  and  it  is  because  I  do  come 
from  such  scenes,  and  contrast  her  with  all  that 
I  have  ever  met  and  known,  that  she  has  won 
in  upon  and  mastered  me.  It  is  my  fate  to 
love  her,  it  must  be  my  fate  to  win  her.  Loving 
her  and  winning  her,  her  destiny  shall  be  that 
even  you  need  not  grieve  for.    For  this  I  ask 
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your  help.  If  you  refuse  it,  I  will  still  not  the 
less  succeed." 

"  That  you  have  been  versed  in  scenes  such 
as  those  which  you  have  mentioned,"  rejoined 
Mr.  Paul,  coercing  himself  to  steadiness,  though 
he  spoke  with  faltering  lips,  "  would  indeed  be 
a  weighty  objection.  But  stay,  for  I  must,  I 
will  speak  of  it.  Is  there  no  objection  still 
more  insuperable?  Recollect  all  that  is  past. 
Surely  the  fate  which  connects  you  with  that 
past,  forbids  that  you  should  ever  dream  of 
wedding  with  Amy  Paul." 

"  I  do  recollect  the  past,"  said  Simon  Burge ; 
"far  better  it  would  seem  than  do  you.  I 
have  not  such  concern  as  you  with  that  past. 
I  will  not  speak  in  plainer  words  what  you  well 
understand.  Have  not  you,  in  selfishness  that 
but  mimicked  repentance,  when  you  brought 
your  nieoes  here  under  this  roof,  contrived  to 
be  oblivious  of  the  past  ?" 

A  cry  at  these  taunting  words  he  could  not 
repress  burst  over  Mr.  Paul's  lips.    He  rose. 
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and  with  staggering,  unequal  steps,  moved  to- 
wiH-ds  the  door. 

Simon  Burge  interposed,  and  stayed  his  weak, 
fluttering  hand. 

"  What  further  madoess  is  this  ?"  he  said. 
"What  do  you  wish  r 

"  Let  them  come  here,''  said  Mr.  Paul,  in 
hurried,  gasping  accents  ;  "  let  them  both 
come.  I  will  tell  them  all.  Let  the  secret 
that  has  lurked  in  my  heart  so  long- — ^let  them 
see  it,  that  they  may  fly  and  avoid  me.  Let 
them  know  the  wrong  that  I  have  done  them. 
Recount  to  them  the  selfishness  and  falseness 
of  my  mocking  love.  How  it  has  forgotten  its 
source,  if  that  source  was  indeed  selfishness, 
they  will  never  think.  How  it  is  wrapped 
round  my  heart  they  will  never  bdieve;  nor 
what  pain  and  torture  for  me  in  the  cruel  tear- 
ing of  it  from  me.  Oh,  that  you  were  gone,  or 
that  I  were  dead !" 

When  he  paused  he  sank  down  again  into  his 

chair.    His  emotion  was  lessened  even  by  its 
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excess,  and  Simon  Surge  allowed  it  to  wear 
itself  out  in  silence.  Once  more  did  his  irreso- 
lution, strong  only  in  one  direction,  drag  him 
down  to  entreaty.  When  he  looked  up,  his 
glance  was  a  beseeching  one,  and  showed  that 
the  danger  of  any  rash  step  had  passed  away. 

"Spare  me,"  he  said,  in  faltering  accents, 
"  spare  me  these  taunts  and  allusions.  You 
will  but  frenzy  me  with  them." 

"  I  will  spare  you  everything,  so  you  but  listen 
to  me  like  a  being  endowed  with  reason,"  re- 
turned  Simon  Burge. 

His  tyranny  of  piupose  seemed  to  hold  the 
other's  will  in  its  strong  grasp,  to  bend  and 
mould  it  as  he  wished.  For  some  time  Mr. 
Paul  sat  without  uttering,  a  word,  while  Simon 
Biu'ge  addressed  himself  to  his  reason  in  words 
that  only  half  concealed  something  far  more 
persuasive  than  reasoning  phrases. 

"  You  know,  and  I  acknowledge  yoiu*  power," 
said  Mr.  Paul,  speaking  at  last,  and  as  if  all 
anger  and  heat  were  worse  than  useless.  "  Leave 
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me,  if  it  be  only  for  half  an  hour.  Come  back 
at  the  end  of  that  time,  and  I  will  tell  you  what 
I  shall  do." 

With  some  few  further  words  explanatory  of 
his  own  intentions,  Mr.  Burge  did  as  he  was 
asked.  He  was  well  aware  that  with  Mr.  Paul 
delay  was  but  a  balancing  of  difficulties.  He 
knew  that  reluctance  founded  on  just  causes  and 
on  good  and  merciful  reasons  is  at  first  a  strong 
barrier,  but  that  the  apprehensions  which  self- 
interest  makes  busy  and  powerful  30on  remove 
it  even  piecemeal.  The  first  sentence  he 
heard  upon  his  return  showed  that  Mr.  Paul's 
agitation  had  subsided  into  calculation,  swayed 
more  by  his  fears  (whatever  they  might  be)  than 
by  any  feelmg  of  what  was  alone  right,  or  reso- 
lution to  abide  by  that  right  at  all  hazard. 

"  Have  you  mentioned  anything  of  this  to 
Amy  Paul  herself?"  he  asked. 

"  I  do  not  conceal  from  you  that  I  have  not," 
replied  Simon  Burge,  "  lest  I  should  have  met 
with  a  refusal.  I  could  not  allow  my  hopes  to  run 
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any  hazard.  There  will  be  far  less  chance  of 
disappointment,  if  I  can  avail  myself  of  your 
mediation  and  good  offices." 

Is  my  dislike  to  this  alliance  that  you  pro- 
pose unnatural  ?"  inquired  Mr.  Paul.  **  Con- 
senting, do  I  not  sacrifice  this  child  to  my  own 
fear  and  selfishness  ?" 

"  What  fear  and  what  selfishness  ?" 

"  The  selfishness,"  replied  Mr.  Paul,  not  ad- 
mitting the  doubt  his  questioning  implied,  "  that 
cannot  endure  to  see  the  love  my  children  bear 
me  diminished  or  in  anything  abated.  The  fear 
— why  do  you  ask  me  what  it  is  ?  Is  it  mis- 
taken when  it  magnifies  and  interprets  your 
words  into  threats  ?" 

"  If  you,"  said  Mr.  Surge,  "  would  feel  so 
much  any  change  in  the  affection  that  exists 
between  you  and  your  nieces,  how  am  I  to  bear 
with  wilful  submission  the  uprooting  of  that 
which  has  become  as  dear  to  me  as  life?" 

Then  with  softened  accents  he  spoke  of  his 
fond  devotion;  painted  a  home  of  taste  and 


Digitized  by  Google 


AMY  PAUL. 


245 


luxury,  and  described  a  lot  for  Amy  Paul  that, 
were  the  future  realised  as  he  said,  affection 
could  not  have  desired  better.  He  may  not 
have  meaned  to  deceive ;  he  may  have  felt  all 
he  uttered,  but  his  desire  and  leaning  thereto 
assuredly  influenced  Mr.  Paul's  belief. 

There  is  a  coward  principle  of  action  which 
leads  us  to  consent  to  what  is  evil  with  a  wish 
and  hope  that  good  may  come  of  it,  at  least  in 
the  shape  of  prevention  of  sorer  evil.  By  this 
principle  Mr.  Paul  judged,  and  by  it  he  acted, 
when  yielding  he  promised  to  do  all  that  Simon 
Burge  desired. 

Far  more  urgent  (be  it  his  excuse)  were  the 
reasons  apparent  to  his  own  mind  for  the  course 
which  he  adopted  than  any  openly  and  plainly 
expressed.  He  knew  how  many  disastrous 
consequences  might  follow  from  a  refusal,  and 
he  knew  Simon  Burge  well  enough  to  judge 
that  they  might  follow  quick  on  his  denial,  and 
sure. 

Yet  though  it  was  near  midnight  when  this 
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interview  terminated,  long  after  Simon  Burge 
with  many  thanks  and  many  glozing  and  pro- 
testing words  had  left  him,  Mr.  Paul  continued, 
alone,  seated  by  the  table,  with  his  head  bent 
down  within  his  hands.  As  the  lonely  hours 
passed  slowly  over  him,  and  he  did  not  move, 
oh,  what  vain  repinings  for  the  past  were  his, 
and  with  what  an  aching  sense  of  misery  he 
looked  forward  to  the  ftiture ! 


Digitized  by  Google 


AMY  PAUL. 


247 


CHAPTER  IX. 

Wherein  Amy  Paul  supplicates  to  be  allowed  to  continue 
her  course  of  life  unchanged. 

While  distrust  and  selfish  passion  thus 
alike  conspired  against  her  peace  of  mind,  the 
heedlessness  of  Amy  Paul,  undisturbed  even  by 
the  suspicions  which  haunted  Barbara,  was  in 
itself  a  bitter  reproach  to  her  unde.  Whatever 
added  to  his  sense  of  his  own  wrong-doing,  a 
sense  which  was  with  him  sufficiently  keen,  did 
but  result  in  increasing  the  depression  which, 
more  marked  than  ever,  seemed  utterly  to  weigh 
him  down. 

From  the  moment  that  he  had  wrung  from 
him  his  reluctant  consent,  Mr.  Burge  plied  him 
with  assiduous  and  artful  attentions.    In  every 
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way  he  sought  to  make  it  plain  that  the  change 
of  which  he  had  spokeo,  was  not  one  merely 
resting  in  words,  but  powerful  from  the  very  first 
to  influence  his  conduct.  He  expressed  his 
wishes  for  Amy's  happiness,  and  narrated  his 
future  projects  in  words,  that  involved  the 
subject  of  his  proposal,  rather  than  with  any 
direct  reference  to  himself  or  his  feelings.  He 
sought  to  familiarize  the  matter  to  Mr,  Paul's 
mind,  and  brought  him  to  share  in  his  projects, 
by  submitting  them  to  his  judgment  for 
approval  or  emendation.  At  times  he  altnost 
succeeded  in  winning  over  ^ven  tb  direct 
approval  his  vacillating  mind,  which,  left  again 
to  itself,  would  fall  off  to  aQ  its  former  doubt 
and  perplexity. 

There  were  times,  indeed — such  tiroes  as, 
some  few  short  months  before,  would  have 
proved  hours  of  calmness  and  pleasure — when 
seated  by  Amy's  side,  looking  into  her  face  to  read, 
as  in  a  tablet,  of  purity  and  gentlest  affection, 
her  presence  twining  his  love  for  her  love  round 
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and  round  his  heart,  he  would  waver  from  his 
promise,  and  know  nothing  except  the  wretched- 
ness it  caused  him.  AD  glozing  words  and 
lulling  arts,  whether  his  own  or  another's  efforts 
to  slur  over  and  stifle  his  whispering  conscious- 
ness of  wrong,  would  then  vanish  into  the  thin 
deceptions  they  were;  and  the  turmoil  of  his 
thoughts,  and  the  harsh  jarring  of  his  neces- 
sities and  desires,  served  to  render  him  and  to 
make  him  appear  truly  miserable. 

Struck  by  his  air  of  sadness,  and  the  intoned 
unhappiness  of  his  voice,  Amy  took  her  place 
beside  him. 

"  Dear  unde,"  she  said,  "  can  you  explain  to 
me  the  cause,  or  can  you  assign  a  reason  for 
those  melancholy  moods,  those  moments  of 
depressed  feeling  and  saddened  thought  which 
seem  to  visit  occasionally  most  minds.  I  have 
read  of  many  instances  of  such.  Only  the 
other  day,  I  saw  one  other  in  a  mind  that  I  had 
thought  endowed  with  cheerfulness  with  no 
common  measure,  that  of  Sir  Walter  Scott. 
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Tell  me,  too,  is  it  merely  to  be  of  fashion  with 
such  minds,  that  you  yield  to  like  fitful  fancies  ?" 

"  Can  you,  yourself,  Amy,  form  no  theory  in 
explanation  ?"  asked  her  uncle,  without  noticing 
the  question  that  alluded  to  himself. 

"  What  would  Father  Jeremy  say,"  she 
answered,  "  if  he  heard  me  attempting  explana- 
tory speeches  ?  I,  who  listen  to  such  addressed 
to  myself  with  so  little  patience.  But  is  it,  that 
some  minds  are  so  polished  and  so  susceptible 
of  impression,  that  the  slightest  breath — 
whence  breathed,  however,  is  the  mystery — 
dims  them  for  the  moment?  Or  stay,  for  I 
have  another  theory :  do  thoughts  come  down 
from  the  regions  of  fancy,  and  dwell  for  a  time, 
like  the  gods  of  old,  with  favoured  mortal 
minds ;  and  then,  like  the  same  gods  grown 
weary,  take  flight,  and  leave  all  darker  from  the 
brightness  of  their  presence  missed  ?  Say,  now 
that  you  have  both  of  my  theories,  to  which  you 
give  assent." 

"  Ah,  Amy,"  he  replied,  "  those  dimming 
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thoughts  you  mention  are  but  a  dream  of  grief 
or  lassitude,  which  haimts  the  waking  sleep  of 
over-worked  minds.  They  are  shaken  off  in 
the  first  moment  of  wakeful  activity.  Far 
different  the  gloom  which  pervades  the  spirit, 
the  instrument  to  inflict  not  unnecessary,  but 
wholesome,  warning  pain.  Heedless,  heedless 
it  is  to  disregard  it." 

And  without  waiting  to  see  if  she  were  about 
to  speak,  or  stopping  to  hear  her  reply,  he 
moved  silently  from  her,  and  shortly  afterwards 
left  the  room. 

So  on  other  occasions  he  broke  away,  when 
Amy,  with  laughing  fondness,  chided  his  visible 
perplexity,  or  strove  with  gentle  device  to  move 
him  from  his  sadness. 

Nor  let  it  be  thought  strange,  that  he  found 
some  relief  from  both,  when  Mr.  Burge  grew 
importunate,  and  demanded  of  him  that  he 
should  keep  faith,  and  fulfil  his  promise.  He 
made  to  himself  an  excuse  of  the  compulsion 
under  which  he  acted.    If  the  power  of  Simon 
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Burge,  real  to  more  than  to  his  fear,  sufficed  to 
cause  his  reluctant  acquiescence  in  that  which 
had  been  proposed  to  him,  it  did  also  in  some 
measure  serve  to  himself  to  palliate  his  consent, 
and  to  beat  down  his  scruples.  His  fear  was 
not  altogether  personal.  It  was  not  a  mere 
apprehension  of  bodily  evil  likely  to  occxir  to 
himself  Had  it  been  so,  he  would  have 
refused  his  compliance.  But  he  feared  the 
misery  that  might  result  to  his  nieces,  even  as 
much  as  he  dreaded  the  loss  of  that  love  which 
he  had  been  fortunate  enough  to  evoke, -and 
which  loss,  a  high  and  exquisite  pain  to  himself, 
would  involve  sorrow  and  much  ill  to  others. 

To  reason  upon  scruples  is  to  weaken  them. 
To  dwell  upon  wrong  is  merely  to  abrs^de  its 
darkness. 

Mr.  Burge  had  left  the  breakfast-table,  pre- 
pared for  some  excursion,  which  would  detain 
him  for  the  day,  when  her  imde  told  Amy  that 
he  wished  to  speak  with  her  in  his  study  at  such 
time  as  might  be  convenient.    Imagining  that 
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it  was  for  some  such  purpose  of  new  prints,  or 
music,  as  had  often  called  her  there  before,  Amy 
replied,  that  she  and  Barbara  had  certain 
weighty  business  to  transact  in  a  remote  dis- 
trict of  Lisnadill,  but  that  she  would  be  careful 
to  be  with  him  on  her  return.  Mr.  Paul  said 
it  would  be  quite  time  enough ;  and,  in  answe 
to  Amy,  told  her,  after  a  pause,  that  Barbara 
might  accompany  her.  Amy  would  inform 
Barbara  at  once,  so  that  they  should  not 
forget. 

The  dull  November  day,  with  its  blank  sun- 
less sky,  and  its  low  wind  that  came  moaning 
of  the  clouds  and  rain  that  it  had  left  a  short 
way  behind,  was  already  encroached  upon  by 
night,  when  Mr.  Paul  waited  in  his  study  the 
arrival  of  his  nieces.  Whatever  were  his 
thoughts  upon  the  subject  that  he  was  about 
to  unfold  to  them,  or  whatever  feelings  such 
thoughts  may  have  brought  with  them,  they 
were  alike  interrupted  by  the  light  approaching 
step  and  the  entrance  of  Amy  Paul.    She  said. 


Digitized  by  Google 


254  AMY  PAUL. 

that  they  had  been  delayed  longer  than  they 
expected,  and  that  Barbara  was  to  follow  her  in 
a  moment  or  two. 

She  held  her  bonnet,  and  the  warm  shawl 
which  she  had  been  wearing,  in  one  hand, 
while  with  the  other  she  put  back  from  her  face 
her  somewhat  disordered  hair.  Her  haste  and 
the  cold  air  had  brought  a  bright  flush  into  her 
cheek,  and  satisfaction  at  the  accomplishment 
'  of  the  errand  from  which  she  had  just  returned, 
lent  a  clearer  lustre  to  her  glance.  So  light  and 
graceful  did  she  stand  before  him,  that  even 
then  for  one  moment  of  forgetfulness  her  uncle's 
eye  rested  upon  her  proudly  and  fondly.  He 
bore  with  saddened  change  a  different  look 
when  he  sat  down  beside  her. 

After  a  few  trivial  questions  asked  and  an- 
swered, he  rose  and  paced  the  room,  as  if 
collecting  his  thoughts.  Then  he  spoke  of 
Reuben  Leigh,  and  of  the  time  when  they 
might  more  nearly  anticipate  his  return. 

Amy  supposed  that  he  had  received  a  letter 
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from  him,  and  with  some  anxiety,  inquired  if 
Reuben  was  well. 

Mr.  Paul  had  not  heard  from  him.  He  had 
been  thinking  (so  he  began)  of  the  time  that 
Reuben  would  return,  and  of  his  marriage  with 
Barbara.  He  further  went  on  to  say,  that  to 
him  it  was  a  source  of  gratification  to  know  that 
if  anything  should  happen  him  (and  life  was 
uncertain)  Barbara  was  provided  with  one  to 
protect  and  care  for  her. 

Amy  listened  in  silence,  but  with  some  little 
wonder  why  she  had  been  brought  merely  to 
hear  these  reflections. 

Her  wonder  was  in  no  way  lessened  when 
her  uncle  proceeded  to  speak  of  herself ;  to  ask 
her,  with  a  poor  attempt  at  playfulness,  if  she 
did  not  sometimes  sigh  for  that  admiration  of 
which  all  girls  are  so  fond?  —  to  ask  her  if 
she  would  be  much  surprised  to  hear  that  he 
had  provided  her  with  an  admirer  ? 

Amy  laughingly  surmised  that  he  had  invited 
Mr.  Andrews's  little  son  to  spend  i  few  days  at 
Glenwood.    If  so,  her  uncle  would,  she  declared,. 
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be  delighted  to  see  how  much  their  love-afFair 
had  already  progressed. 

Mr.  Paul  told  her  it  was  quite  another  mat- 
ter, and  then  in  a  manner  and  with  words  upon 
which  a  sad  seriousness  stamped  itself  at  once, 
went  on  to  inform  her  of  Mr.  Burge's  love  and 
admiration;  and  that  he  had  aske^d  his  (her 
uncle's)  permission  to  remain  at  Glenwood  to 
advance  his  suit,  and  win,  if  possible,  a  return 
of  the  love  he  most  deeply  felt. 

Amy  partly  comprehended  lliis  speech,  for 
her  face  grew  very  pale,  and  the  hand  that  lay 
on  the  table  before  her  trembled  as  she  replied. 

"  Surely,*'  she  said,  with  a  gaiety  that  was 
somewhat  forced,  "  Mr.  Burge  should  have 
revealed  his  important  purposes  to  myself.  I 
would  have  rdieved  you,  dear  uncle,  fix)m  all 
trouble  in  the  matter.  I  should  have  been  sorry 
to  check  his  aspirations,  but  indeed  if  I  could 
have  suspected  them  as  they  appeared  in  their 
every-day,  shabby  dress,  I  would  have  done  so 
long  ago." 

But  when  her  uncle,  instead  of  meeting  her 
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gaiety  with  a  like  mood,  answered  in  serious 
tones,  when  he  told  her  that  Mr.  Surge  was  his 
friend,  that  the  proposal  which  he  had  made 
her  was  not  to  be  lightly  rejected,  that  it  afforded 
that  support  and  protection  which  Barbara 
had  found  and  which  he  desired  for  her ;  and 
when  he  detailed  these  reasons  and  advantages, 
with  a  mingling  of  sadness  which  made  his 
words  still  more  impressive,  for  it  showed  that 
this  was  a  matter  of  which  he  had  not  passingly 
thought,  his  demeanour  affected  Amy,  and  com* 
prehending  that  he  meant  all  this  seriously,  and 
proposed  it  to  her  with  something  like  a  tone  of 
persuasion,  she  grew  paler  still — paler,  till  her 
quick-beating  heart  sent  the  blood  flushing  to 
her  face  once  more. 

"  Dear  uncle,"  she  said,  with  a  faltering  voice 
of  alarm,  you  would  not  think  of  persuading 
me  to  accept  this  offer.  You  do  not  wish 
otherwise  than  that  I  should  reject  it." 

"  I  but  tell  you,"  he  replied,  merging  his  own 
irresolution  in  a  semblance  of  indifference,  that 
Mr.  Burge  wishes  to  remain,  to  have  the  oppor- 
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tunity  of  advancing  his  suit.  I  have  consented 
to  his  doing  so,  Amy,  and  I  cannot  withdraw 
that  consent.  Of  course  you  are  free  to  accept 
or  reject  him,  as  you  will." 

"  Oh,  uncle,"  exclaimed  Amy,  do  not  so 
speak,  as  if  my  choice,  already  made,  were  dis- 
pleasing to  you.  And  do  not  ask  me  to  hear 
all  alone  the  words  of  that  cold,  dark  man.  You 
little  know  how  much  I  fear  and  dislike  him." 

"  Nay,  Amy,  do  not  at  least  aflront  him  with 
rude  words;  nor  yet  reject  him  for  the  mere 
sake  of  prejudice." 

"  Dear  uncle,"  she  said,  rising  and  standing 
hy  his  side,  while  she  laid  her  hand  upon  his 
arm,  "  you  would  not  have  mentioned  this  suit, 
nor  would  you  have  spoken  of  it  as  you  have 
done,  if  you  did  not  favour  it  and  wish  to  pre- 
sent  it  favourably  to  me.  But  indeed  I  wish 
for  no  change.  I  do  not  sigh  for  admiration  or 
for  anything  such,  at  any  time.  I  desire  nothing 
more  than  to  live  as  I  have  done — to  live  with 
you,  and  to  live  ever  close  and  near  to  Barbara." 

"  But,  Amy,"  returned  Mr.  Paul,  "  Barbara 
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has  chosen  to  leave  us.    She  will  enter  upon  a 
new  life  shortly." 

.  "  Oh,  dear  unde,"  said  Amy,  "  do  not  meet 
me  with  such  persuasions.  Whatever  life  may 
be  for  Barbara,  she  will  have  room  ia  it  for 
Amy,  and  room  always  in  her  heart  for  love  of 
Amy.  I  should  die — wither  away  and  die,  if  I 
were  doomed  to  be  for  any  time  without  a  kind, 
fond  love  near  me.  I  have  been  spoiled  in  the 
rearing,  perhaps ;  made  hard  to  please  and  easily 
discontented.  You  know  how  through  my 
whole  Kfe,  I  have  had  some  person  to  love  me 
well.  Dear  old  Father  Jeremy,  that  took  me 
helpless  and  frighted — sadly  frighted  then,  I 
believe ;  nay,  sadly  frighted  I  know  I  was — 
took  me,  nevertheless,  under  his  care,  that  his 
dear  heart  made  a  labour  of  love.  And  he  has 
loved  me  ever  since,  and  Barbara  learned  from 
him,  perhaps,  to  love  me  as  she  does :  so  wisely 
you  can  hardly  think;  and  how  well,  I  only 
know.  From  all  this  love  so  abounding  to- 
wards me,  you  will  not — dear  uncle,  you  must 
not  even  look  a  single  wish  to  separate  me." 

s  2 
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"  Dear  Amy—" 
Nay/'  she  cried,  as  she  dung  with  coaxing 
fondness  to  him,  "  you  must  banish  all  seriousr 
ness  in  this  matter.  Tdl  Mr.  Bui^e  that  I 
have  been  wedded  for  ever  so  many  years.  Tell 
him  I  have  given  all  my  heart  away  long  since. 
Tell  him  I  had  small  store  of  love,  and  that  I 
have  distributed  it  all.  And  tell  hinii  that 
whims,  and  fancies,  and  strange  wayward  ima-* 
ginings  hold  to  their  share  all  remaining  portion^ 
and  that  such  would  be  a  poor  dowry  for  a 
wife." 

Mr.  Paul  sat  silent,  perplexed  too  much  to 
utter  a  single  word. 

''Such  things,"  resumed  Amy,  with  the 
same  fond,  half-&kering  manner,  ''fit  me  for 
no  other  life  than  that  whidi  I  lead.  Yoiur 
loudness,  dear  unde,  has  of  late  years  further 
i^iled  me,  by  showering  upon  me  the  sunni* 
ness  of  country  summers ;  by  surrounding  me 
with  this  pleasant  and  happy  home.  Think 
that  you  have  dedicated  me  to  Nature  in  her 
brightest  moods,  and  that  I  must  continue  her 


Digitized  by  Google 


AMY  PAUL. 


261 


leal  priestess;  happy  as  ever,  if  you  will  only 
say  that  all  this  has  heen  a  mere  flitting  thought, 
and  that  I  am  free  to  live  as  unheeding  days  as 
I  have  ever  done.  You  will  not  mention  Mr. 
Burge  any  more,  and  you  will  not  let  him  dream 
such  foolishness  again." 

Leaning  over  him,  and  gazing  with  her  look 
of  love  into  his  face,  her  attitude  was  mbre  per- 
suasive even  than  her  words. 

"  Amy,"  replied  Mr.  Paul,  pausing  before  he 
did  so,  and  speaking  in  a  hesitating  voice,  for 
he  found  it  diflicult  to  plead  a  cause  in  which 
fear  alone  enlisted  him,  I  would  at  once,  and 
willingly  for  my  own  part  grant  your  request, 
and  never  mention  this  subject  more*  But  this 
will  not  satisfy  Mr.  Burge.  He  loves  you, 
Amy — ^you  need  not  turn  away ;  he  tells  me  he 
does  greatly.  He  may  appear  cold  and  distant, 
but  the  ^epest  feeling  is  often  so  concealed. 
He  tells  me  all  he  would  do  to  promote  your 
happiness,  and  how  he  would  devote  himself  to 
your  welfare,  and  tdls  it  with  such  sincerity  of 
tone,  that,  jealous  as  I  am  in  all  that  con- 
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cerns  you,  I  am  compelled  to  believe  himl. 
Amy,  I  am  under  great  obligations  to  Mr. 
Burge.  I  would  not  coerce  your  wishes  for  a 
moment,  but  I  would  like,  nay,  very  much  wish 
that  you  would  not  return  him  too  decided  an 
answer  at  once." 

All  this  fell  like  a  dead  weight  upon  her. 
I  could  not  bear  to  deal  with  him  so,"  she 
cried  hastily.  I  did  not  well  understand  his 
low  words  hitherto,  but  now  I  see  their  mean- 
ing, and  will  not  henceforth  listen  to  them.  I 
will  hold  out  to  him  no  hope ;  for  one  instant 
I  will  not  deceive  him." 

With  a  gesture  and  tone  that  asserted  for  the 
time  all  the  pride  of  womanhood,  she  uttered 
these  words.  In  another  moment,  weakly  and 
almost  childishly,  she  was  kneeling  down  before 
her  unde  and  clasping  his  hand  in  hers.  Her 
fsLce  was  lifted  to  his  with  a  beseechii^,  tearful 
look. 

So  Barbara,  who  had  entered  the  room, 
beheld  her,  and  stood  mute  and  stayed  with 
astonishment. 


Digitized  by  Google 


AMY  PAUL. 


263 


^^Hush,  Barbara,"'  said  Amy,  glancing  to 
her  for  a  moment,  and  then  again  turning  her 
eyes  dimmed  with  struggling  tears  upon  her 
unde^s  {9£e,  hush,  Barbara,  and  let  me  only 
Speak,  for  this  matter  rests  between  me  and 
unde  alone.  And  he  will  surely  listen  to  me, 
relenting  now.  Dear  unde,  I  would  do  any- 
thing you  asked  me  but  this — and  this  I  could 
not  do.  Oh,  look  in  Barbara's  face  while  you 
tell  her  what  it  is  you  require  at  my  hands,  and 
if  you  do  not  read  there  an  answer  of  surprise 
and  refusal,  I  will  yield — yield  because  she  can 
hear  it  calmly,  and  does  not  think  it  altogether 
bad." 

Mr.  Paul  strove  to  hush  her  emotion  with 
words  his  own  made  inaudible.  Barbara  pain- 
fully surmised  what  it  all  meant. 

"  To  marry  this  man,"  said  Amy,  "  to 
become  the  wife  of  Simon  Burge;  what 
think  you,  Barbara,  of  such  lot  for  Amy  ?  But, 
dear  uncle,  when  I  tell  you  plainly,  here  at  this 
moment,  knoVing  wdl  how  it  would  be  here- 
after— when  I  tell  you  plainly,  that  my  consent 
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would  be  given  to  the  utter  ruin  of  all  my 
heart's  happiness,  you  will  not  ask  me  to  do  so 
—you  will  not  wish  me  to  do  so.  Though  you 
speak  to  me  of  obligations,  you  will  jiot  think 
me  ungrateful  for  my  refusal.  You  will  bid 
me  tp  go  now,  to  go  back  as  I  came  into  this 
room,  to  my  old  ways,  and  my  old,  perhaps 
foolish,  thoughts." 

He  had  not  cruel  strength  to  resist  such 
supplications.  He  forgot  aU  in  the  desire  to 
relieve  her  from  her  grief  and  apprehension. 
She  had  prevailed,  for  love  proved  stronger 
than  fear. 

"  Amy,"  he  said,  "  I  will  refuse  you  nothing, 
even  though  in  granting  your  request,  I  grant 
far  more  than  you  suppose.  The  obligations 
which  I  mentioned  are  indeed  great,  but  not 
sufficient  to  outweigh  your  chance  of  iinhap- 
piness.  In  consenting  to  make  known  to  you 
Mr.  Surge's  wish,  I  thought  that  I  best  con- 
sulted for  your  welfare  and  good." 

As  he  uttered  the  last  words,  he  saw  Bar- 
bara's glance  rest  anxiously  upon  him.  She 


Digitized  by  Google 


AMY  PAUL. 


265 


had  approached,  and  held  her  sister  by  the 
hand. 

"  For  your  welfare  and  good,  Amy,"  he 
reiterated* in  reply  to  that  look;  "for  your 
welfare  and  good  only,  I  can  truly  say." 

"  Dear  uncle,"  said  Barbara  Paul,  and  though 
the  colour  through  agitation  had  faded  from  her 
face,  her  dear  and  distinct  voice  contrasted 
strongly  with  the  faltering  tones  of  the  other, 
"  you  speak  of  Amy  consenting  to  Mr.  Surge's 
proposal,  as  bearing  with  it  only  a  chance  of 
unhappiness.  Believe  me  there  would  not  be 
even  the  uncertainty  of  chance.  With  Mr. 
Burge,  her  life  could  not  be  otherwise  than 
darkened  and  miserable." 

Unconsciously  it  may  have  been  Amy  pressed 
more  closely  to  her  side. 

"  It  is  as  well,"  she  continued, "  that  he  should 
have  informed  you  of  his  secret  desire  and 
object  in  remaining  here — ^a  desire  and  object 
that  I  for  some  time  have  suspected.  Surely 
he  is  not  one  to  whom  you  would  trust  Amy  ? 
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Forgive  me,  dear  uncle,  if  I  speak  plainly  when 
I  say  that  I  think  it  is  not  altogether  of  your 
own  free-will  that  you  have  consented  to  his 
appearing  in  this  new  character." 

Mr.  Paul  with  startled  apprehension  turned 
towards  her. 

"  I  could  read,"  continued  Barbara  Paul,  "  in 
your  manner,  dear  uncle,  an  uneasy  change. 
You 'have  not  been  the  same  since  Mr.  Burge 
intruded  himself  upon  you ;  for  his  coming,  I 
could  well  see,  was  an  intrusion.  Since,  we 
have  all  had  far  less  happiness  and  fax  less 
cheerfulness.  Make  Amy's  refusal,  and  our 
dislike  a  reason  for  asking  him  to  leave  this. 
Forgive  me,  I  ask  you  again,  dear  uncle,  if  I 
presume  in  my  boldness  to  say  too  much ;  but 
indeed  I  fear  this  man." 

Seeing  how  Amy  clung  to  her,  as  if  she 
knew  that  in  her  firmness  there  was  protection, 
Mr.  Paul  replied  to  her  expostulation. 

"  You  know  not,  Barbara,"  he  said,  "  and  I 
cannot  tell  how  much  you  ask  from  me.  I  coxild 
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not  arouse  Simon  Barge's  anger ;  I  dare  not  do 
so.  I  owe  him  far  too  much.  Between  us  there 
is  a  debt  of  gratitude — " 

"  Gratitude !"  repeated  Barbara,  seeing  that 
he  paused.  "  Gratitude  is  too  pure  a  feeling  to 
lead  to  such  a  sacrifice  as  this  demanded.  If 
he  accuse  you  of  ingratitude,  tell  him  so.  The 
actions  that  call  forth  gratitude,  have  too  much 
of  the  warmth  and  brightness  of  goodness  to 
link  themselves  for  one  moment  to  such 
a  cruel  request.  If  he  recount  them  again, 
tell  him,  that  even  to  entertain  such  a  thought, 
goes  far  to  cancel  them." 

"  I  will  tell  him,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Paul,  flushed 
with  the  strength  of  his  resolve,  "  that  Amy  has 
refused  his  offer ;  and  further,  that  you  desire 
to  be  quit  of  his  presence,  and  that  he  must  go. 
But,  Barbara,"  he  added  in  a  weaker  tone,  and 
with  less  confident  look,  if  I  cannot  persuade 
him,  but  that  he  will  seek,  and  perhaps  find  an 
opportunity  of  speaking  with  you ;  if  I  cannot 
induce  him  to  leave  Glenwood — and  you  can 
little  guess  how  deeply  he  has  let  this  passion 
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win  upon  his  nature — do  not  move  him  to 
anger ;  deal  with  him  as  firmly  as  you  wish, 
but  for  my  sake,  Barbara,  do  not  provoke  his 
anger." 

Scarce  knowing  what  to  make  of  this  request, 
Barbara,  without  stopping  to  ponder  upon  it, 
said  that  she  would  be  careful  not  to  do  so. 

Somewhat  relieved  himself  by  tiiis  termi- 
nation  to  an  interview  into  which  he  had  been 
coerced,  Mr.  Paul  sat  down  and  drew  Amy  to 
his  side,  and  holding  her  hand,  smoothed  back 
the  hair  from  her  forehead." 

"  Tell  me,  Amy,"  he  said,  "  that  you  forgive 
me  all  that  I  have  been  bold  enough  to  ask 
from  you.  Ah,  Amy,  if  you  had  heard  the 
gbwing  words  which  I  have  listened  to;  the 
description  of  bright  homes  in  other  and  new 
lands-^the  much  and  earnest  pleading;  but 
you  need  not  shrink  away,  darling,  for  I  will 
not  tell  you  how  they  persuaded  me  almost  to 
lose  you.  I  will  not  ask  you  to  leave  me,  even 
though  I  live  in  sombre  dulness ;  and  he  who 
would  take  you  away,  would  delight  to  bear  you 
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to  gay  and  pleasant  scenes.  I  would  not  ask  to 
crown  your  reluctant  brow  even  with  a  diadem. 
But  tell  me,  Amy,  that  you  forgive  your  poor 
uncle,  and  that  you  believe  that  he  thought 
that  he  was  acting  well,  and  for  your  good, 
darling.  I  did  not  imagine  that  you  didiked 
our  visitor  so  much.    I  did  not  think  that  his 

oflEer  would  have  been  so  very  much  an  object 
6f  your  aversion." 

In  all  this  he  only  uttered  what  he  had 
brought  himself  to  believe. 

Amy  made  no  reply  in  words,  but  she  rose 
and  imprinted  a  forgiving  kiss  upon  his  cheek. 
She  then  whispered  to  Barbara,  that  they  should 

go- 
But  when  they  were  alone,  and  when  Amy, 

looking  into  her  sister's  anxious,  dubious  face, 

saw  how  much  disturbed  she  was,  it  occurred  to 

her  that  this  painful  subject  had  not  entirely 

ceased.    With  the  thought  her  emotion  was 

stirred  anew,  and  she  gave  way  to  the  tears  that 

she  had  so  ill  repressed. 

"Dear  Barbara,"  she  said  with  broken  ac- 
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cents,  'Ms  k  all  past  ?  Think  you  that  I  am 
free  ?  think  you  that  I  am  to  be  disturbed  no 
more?" 

Barbara's  soothing  words  in  reply  had  not 
the  tone  of  sincerity,  as  a  less  troubled  ear 
would  have  easily  perceived.  Her  lurking 
thought  found  expression  in  Amy's  next  words. 

"Could  there  be,"  was  her  question,  "any 
cause,  any  reason,  why  our  uncle  should  be 
anxious  to  forward  this  suit  ?  Surely  there  is 
something,  or  he  would  not  have  caused  his 
poor  Amy  needless  pain.  Whatever  there  is,  Bar- 
bara, whatever  there  may  be,  let  us  promise  to 
keep  it  a  secret — a  secret  even  from  Father 
Jeremy.  It  would  never  do  to  breathe  of  our 
uncle's  imdecided  love." 

Barbara,  anxious  only  to  calm  her  agitation, 
gave  her  assurance  of  all  that  she  desired. 

The  love,  to  protect  which  Mr.  Paul  had  been 
willing  to  sacrifice  so  much,  began,  despite  all 
his  efforts,  to  be  clouded  by  suspicion. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

A  shadow  begins  to  rest  on  Amy  Paul,  the  sad  influence 
of  which  is  not  at  all  lessened  by  certain  steps  that 
Mr.  Burge  thinks  fit  to  take  on  his  own  behalf. 

Dwelling  upon  the  commumcation  which 
her  uncle  had  made  to  her.  Amy  Paul  saw  her- 
self depicted  therein  in  a  way  different  from  that 
in  which  she  had  hitherto  been  portrayed  in 
her  own  mind.  The  suit  which  he  had  been 
commissioned  to  prefer,  and  the  necessity  that 
she  should  herself  decide  upon  its  acceptance  or 
refusal,  were  to  her  strangely  novel.  Hardly 
could  she  believe  that  she  had  become  the  arbi- 
tress  of  her  own  fate  and  of  the  happiness  of 
another,  and  that  other  one  seemingly  so  far 
removed  in  every  way  from  her.    The  child- 
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hood  that  had  hitherto  wrapped  her  being  in  its 
silver  veil  faded  away.  New  feelings  and  new 
thoughts  were  originated,  and  she  became  con- 
scious of  other  claims  and  duties.  Ever  does 
the  brightening  day  make  the  sky  the  grave  of 
the  stars  which  graced  it,  and  so  before  this 
consciousness  stirring  through  her  spirit,  many 
a  sweet  if  wayward  fancy  disappeared. 

It  would  have  been  so  in  any  case,  but  the 
interview  which  had  so  impressed  itself  upon 
her  mind,  became  also  in  some  indistinct  man- 
ner the  source  of  disquiet  and  pain.  Not  much 
of  grief  had  she  cause  for,  and  yet  an  undefined 
fear  of  grief  lurked  with  a  shadowy  existence 
amongst  her  thoughts.  And  when,  notwith- 
standing the  aversion  she  and  Barbara  had 
expressed,  Mr.  Burge  remained  at  Glenwood, 
and  continued  by  his  presence  to  disturb  their 
home,  the  painful  suspicion  that  she  had  before 
hinted  at,  obtruded  itself  upon  her,  and  would 
not  be  banished.  Suspicions  live  in  shade,  and 
do  not  haunt  the  heart  long  without  exhibiting 
their  dark  influence.     A  change  in  Amy  grew 
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outwardly  visible.  Her  sadness  trembled  over, 
and  damped  every  gesture,  and  movement,  and 
expression  of  gladness.  . 

This  change  did  not  fail  to  attract  the  notice 
of  Mr.  Elt.  With  much  darm  he  spoke  of  it 
to  Barbara ;  but  she  and  Amy  both  adhered  to 
their  determination  to  keep  secret  all  that  had 
occurred.  The  very  suspicions  that  hauoted 
them  both,  served  to  prompt  them  to  this 
course,  whether  a  wise  one  or  not.  Amy  did 
only  smile  whenever  she  found  his  eye  resting 
with  curious  anxiety  upon  her.  Ever,  as  soon 
as  she  caught  even  one  stealthy  glance,  she  would 
rise  up  and  come  near  him,  to  say  something  in 
a  manner  that  approached  very  near  her  former 
ways.  But  it  was  not  the  same  after  all,  and 
even  Father  Jeremy  rather  suspected  she  was 
acting. 

Nor  could  she  always  act,  and  therefore  failed 
in  impressing  Mr.  Andrews  with  the  belief  that 
she  was  the  same  as  she  used  to  be.  Mrs. 
Andrews,  with  a  woman's  quick  eye,  saw  that 
she  was  very  different  indeed.    B«t  frcwn  these 
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friends,  as  from  Mr.  Elt,  and  for  a  similar 
reason,  the  poor  conspirators  for  love's  sake, 
shrouded  the  cause  of  their  disquiet.  Moreover, 
though  a  shade  was  upon  Barbara  as  well  as 
herself.  Amy  never  attributed  it,  as  she  had  done 
before,  to  the  absence  of  Reuben  Leigh. 

Mr.  Andrews  had  reason  to  think-  (a  thought 
which  made  him  unwilling  by  any  questions  to 
appear  to  intrude  upon  their  privacy)  that  the 
change  was  occasioned  by  some  domestic,  family 
cause ;  for  very  often  Barbara  and  Amy  con* 
trived  to  come  down  all  by  stealth  to  his  house 
and  roused  th^selves,  when  there,  to  some- 
thing like  their  former  cheerfubess.  From 
melancholy  up  to  gladness,  Amy  moimted  with 
the  aid  of  the  child  flight  of  stairs ;  and  when 
she  reached  that  pleasant  landing,  Mrs.  An- 
drews was  sure  to  take  her  by  the  hand  and 
detain  her  ever  so  long  unthinkingly  there. 
Though  the  elm-trees  round  the  Parsonage 
swayed  with  bare  branches,  and  though  the 
hedgerows  were  brown  and  stripped,  and  though 
the  vivid  green  had  faded  on  the  lawn,  still. 
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though  all  these  drawbacks  and  (not  to  speak 
of  the  lost  warmth  that  used  to  dispense  with 
head-dress  and  cumbersome  covering)  some  others 
existed,  many  a  day  there  was  of  bright  sunshine 
and  bracing  air,  and  hard  ground  on  which  the 
firm  step  went  cheerily.  And  there  were  also 
not  a  few  days,  though  not  half  so  many  as  they 
ought  to  have  been,  when  the  dear  snow  flakes, 
provided  for  the  express  purpose  of  making 
snow-balls,  were  traced  in  their  fluttering  des- 
cent by  eager  eyes,  and  afterwards  by  busy 
hands,  heaped  up  into  a  house  for  Amy  Paul, 
the  flushed  architect  and  mistress  builder. 
Many  a  roystering,  laughing  hour  shortened 
the  long  evenings,  at  which  time  all  the  steps 
of  stairs  being  present,  they  easily  overtopped 
all  gravity  and  reverence,  however  due  to  age. 
And  many  an  hour  of  hushed  attention  or 
pleased  terror  with  Amy  or  Barbara  for  story- 
teller, though  ofl«n  Amy  herself  listened  with 
looks  that  simulated  courage  to  a  tale  such  as  in 
times  past,  when  the  world  was  young,  men  of 
articulate  speech  firmly  believed  and  trusted  in. 
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From  Castle-Elt  to  the  Parsonage,  on  an 
excursion  that  was  to  end  in  amusements  such 
at  these,  Barbara  and  Amy,  and  Mr.  Andrews 
and  Father  Jeremy  walked.  Mr.  Trouton  had 
provided  for  the  latter  a  sharp-pointed  stick 
which,  be  the  ground  ever  so  slippery,  served  to 
stay  and  make  firm  his  step.  At  certain  places, 
when  the  pathway  had  been  (illegally)  formed 
into  a  slide,  and  polished  to  a  condition  of  the 
utmost  hazard,  the  support  was  of  no  small 
avail.  Pleasure,  however  elaborately  founded, 
is  ever  of  short  duration ;  and  these  slides,  upon 
which  so  much  pains  had  been  expended,  were 
gradually  disappearing  before  the  thawing  sun. 
The  rime-frost,  too,  on  the  hedge-rows,  and  on 
every  spray,  was  being  converted  by  the  same 
influence  into  dew-drops,  and,  brighter  magic 
still !  into  glittering  gems. 

"See  the  dew-gems,*'  said  Mr.  Andrews, 
stopping  to  point  out  the  brilliant  hues  that 
rayed  before  their  eyes ;  "  how  beautifiil  are 
these  fragile  diamonds  of  the  sun.  One  might 
say  that  his  are  diamonds  of  the  first  water." 
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"  A  pun,"  cried  Amy  exultingly.  "  Oh, 
Father  Jeremy,  say  what  punishment  Mr. 
Andrews  deserves  for  being  guilty  of  such  a 
low  species  of  wit." 

"  Punishment,"  said  Mr.  Elt,  "  eh.  Amy  ?" 
and  he  laughed  as  if  what  he  said  had  not  only 
never  been  said  before,  but  was  as  good  a  thing 
as  could  possibly  be  said  under  any  circumstances. 

Mr.  Andrews  smiled,  not  so  much  at  his  own 
wit,  or  at  Mr.  Elt's,  as  at  the  latter's  pleasant 
appreciation  of  his  individual  effort. 

"  We  all  know,"  he  observed,  "  how  difficult 
it  has  ever  been  from  the  time  that  Plato  was 
driven  to  th6  feathered  tribes  down  to  the  pre- 
sent, to  define  man.  One  philosopher,  and  a 
very  exceflent  one  he  must  have  been,  has  said 
that  laughing  (the  laughing  hyena  notwith- 
standing) is  his  distinguishing  characteristic.  I 
know  no  wit  that  produces  more  laughter  than 
puns.  As,  therefore,  they  prove  us  men,  I 
protest  against  any  one  of  them,  even  though  it 
be  as  wretched  as  my  own,  being  vilified  and 
disparaged." 
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"If  laughter,"  said  Barbara  Paul,  "be  the 
distinguishing  characteristic  of  man,  it  is  more 
emphatically  of  a  good  man.  Who  ever  heard 
the  criminal  in  heart  or  act  laugh  ?  More  ho- 
nour then  to  puns,  which  not  only  furnish  proof 
of  our  humanity,  but  show  us  honest  hearts." 

"  My  poor  pun  has  been  well  defended,"  said 
Mr.  Andrews.  "  Miss  Amy  alone  has  censured 
it." 

"  Barbara  has  won  me  over,"  returned  Amy. 
"  I  withdraw  all  blame." 

"  A  pun,"  said  Mr.  Andrews,  "  we  all  ac- 
knowledge to  be  the  climax  of  wit,  and  useful, 
moreover,  as  a  test  exhibiting  to  atiy  company, 
however  mixed  and  compound,  the  precipitate 
of  honesty  therein." 

"  Surely,"  said  Amy,  "  an  honest  laugh  is 
cheerful  and  good  above  all  things.  I  hate  the 
cold,  glancing  smile  that  never  rises  above  the 
one  smooth  level.  I  could  not  say  how  much 
I  dislike  such."  And  she  expressed  her  dislike 
with  an  earnestness  that  Barbara  well  under- 
stood. 
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"  Numerous  as  ore  the  brilliants  with  which 
that  hawthorn  has  decked  itself/'  said  Mr. 
Andrews,  "  its  flashing  finery  does  not  strike  us 
as  ill-assorted  with  the  day.  There  is  something 
cheerful  and  cheering  in  a  day  like  this,  when 
every  one  seems  inclined  to  make  the  most  of 
its  short  hours  and  its  limited  sunshine.  Even 
you,  Miss  Amy,  may  not  regret  summer  with 
all  your  favourite  and  favoured  flowers." 

"  Mr,  Andrews,  Amy,"  said  Mr.  Elt,  "  has 
whispered  to  me,  that  he  thinks  you  sigh  for 
summer ;  that  you  find  less  enjoyment  in 
Glenwood,  now  that  its  groimds  are  so  bleak, 
and  that  the  nights  dose  down  upon  it  so  soon 
and  so  long." 

Listening  to  Mr.  Elt,  a  flush  overspread 
Amy*s  face,  but  died  away,  leaving  her  pale, 
with  a  restless  look.  These  transitions,  for 
which  she  could  readily  guess  the  causes,  Bar- 
bara noticed,  and  hastened  to  interfere. 

"  If  Amy  did  regret  summer,"  she  said,  "  it 
would  be  little  wonderful.  Do  you  forget,  Mr. 
Elt,  how  many  times  she  has  had  in  those  flower 
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contests  with  you,  the  pride  and  pleasure  of 
triiunph  ?  Her  soldiers  are  disbanded,  and  Amy 
mourns  as  a  general  without  followers.  Her 
occupation,  in  fact,  is  gone." 

"  Not  disbanded,  Miss  Paul,"  observed  Mr. 
Andrews,  *^merdy  sent  into  winter  quarters. 
It  is  an  inhuman  warfare  which  rages  the  whole 
year  round." 

"  I  did  not  think  I  had  adopted  an  outward 
garb  so  very  sombre,"  said  Amy,  with  a  smile. 

You  would  have  me,  dear  Barbara,  and  you, 
Sirs,  would  join  in  stamping  me  most  melan-* 
choly  and  most  poetical.  To  sigh  myself  into 
sadness,  because  the  flowers  had  died — ah. 
Father  Jeremy,  if  it  be  yoiu*  thought,  you  are  a 
perfect  Delia  Cruscan." 

"  It  is  your  way  of  putting  it,  Amy,"  re- 
turned Mr.  Elt  defensively,  which  makes  it 
poetical.  What,  if  I  should  say,  that  you  have 
changed  with  the  change  of  season  ?" 

"  Your  words  would  be  vilely  prosaic,"  she 
rejoined.  But  I  have  not  changed  with  the 
varying  season.    We  never  grieve  for  anything 
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that  leaves  us  to  return ;  we  never  grieve  so, 
I  mean,  that  our  grief  is  transmuted  into  our 
looks  and  words.  The  flowers  that  have  left  us 
some  short  months  since,  some  short  months 
hence  will  return  again.  There  is  but  one  thing 
which,  once  lost,  seldom,  and  never  as  before, 
revisits  us.  To  anticipate  its  loss,  is  sadness  in 
truth." 

There  was  so  much  dejection  in  her  voice  as 
she  uttered  the  last  words,  that  both  Mr.  Elt  and 
Mr.  Andrews  turned  towards  her  inquiringly. 

Barbara  knew  that  Amy's  anticipation  was  of 
lost  affection.  Her  glance  met  Amy's,  and 
recalling  her  to  herself,  checked  any  further 
faltering  confession. 

"To  anticipate  any  loss,  however,"  she  re- 
sumed, with  an  effort  at  cheerfulness,  "  is  the 
worst  of  folly.  To  be  sad  beforehand  is  to 
borrow  of  the  worst  creditor  possible.  'Time 
enough  yet,'  is  the  burden  of  one  of  Mr.  Trou- 
ton's  songs,  as  well  as  of  many  of  his  ax^ts,  and 
in  this  one  respect  I  will  emulate^  him.  So, 
dear  Father  Jeremy,  if  I  appear  moody,  lay  it 
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down  to  in-humour,  and  whisper  the  cause  to 
Mr.  Andrews  when  he  ventures  any  commit." 

"  Sl-humour,  Amy/'  said  unbelieving  Father 
Jeremy,  shaking  his  head. 

''No  scepticism  mimicking  a  compliment/' 
cried  Amy.  "But  look!  to  end  the  subject, 
who  come." 

And  as  she  spoke,  the  noisy  troop  who  had 
burst  away  from  the  door  of  the  Parsonage, 
gambolled  and  shouted  around  them.  The 
bright  hilarity  of  the  day  set  Mr.  Andrews' 
authority  completely  at  nought ;  and  like  a  wise 
monarch,  seeing  himself  deserted  even  by  Mr. 
Elt,  he  kept  his  power  in  abeyance,  and  suffered 
himself  to  be  carried  away  by  the  popular  tide. 

Not  often  were  they  allowed  to  enjoy  such 
uninterrupted  excursions,  for  Mr.  Bmge  per- 
severed in  his  constant  attendance  upon  their 
steps.  Yet  let  him  haunt  her  as  he  would,  let 
him  watch  his  opportunities  with  ever  such 
adroit  anxiety,  and  let  him  school  his  voice 
and  words  with  all  the  skill  of  which  he  was 
master,  Amy  persisted  in  exhibiting  towards 
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him  the  one  unvarying  aversion,  for  her  indif- 
ference had  changed  since  she  became  aware  of 
his  object  into  dislike  that  she  was  at  little 
pains  to  conceal.  Once  or  twice  Mr.  Paul  drew 
falteringly  near  her,  as  if  lu-ged  to  remonstrate ; 
but  when  he  saw  how  pale  she  grew  (that  dark 
suspicion  working  at  her  heart),  he  only  mur- 
mured some  unintelligible  words,  and  left  her 
unmolested. 

If  discouraged,  Simon  Burge  was  far  from 
despairing.  He  had  expected  difficulties  such 
as  he  had  met,  and  had  prq)ared  himself  to 
wait  until  time,  or  opportunity,  or  his  own 
patient  e£forts  overcame  them.  Men  deceive 
themselves  far  more  than  they  deceive  others, 
and  Mr.  Burge  was  far  from  considering  this 
pursuit,  or  the  manifest  misery  it  caused,  at  all 
inconsistent  with  the  love  he  professed,  and  the 
character  of  which  the  same  self-deception  did 
not  fail  to  elevate.  When  Mr.  Paul  would 
point  out  to  him  how  hopeless  seemed  his  suit, 
implying  if  he  did  not  directly  say  that  it  was 
nigh  time  that  he  should  desist  from  it,  he 
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would  answer  him  with  a  smile  merely,  or  tell 
him  that  he  understood  such  matters  too  well 
ever  to  despair.  It  was  not  an  easy  matter  to 
win  a  young,  wayward  heart,  he  would  allege, 
and  his  tone  showed  that  he  considered  that  the 
triumph  would  not  he  the  less  pleasing  from 
the  difficulties  that  retarded  it. 

Yet,  in  a  short  time  both  he  and  Barbara 
Paul  grew  equally  impatient.  Swayed  by  his 
passion  that  burned  his  heart  only  to  harden  it 
still  more,  that  still  more  it  might  be  heedless 
of  all  except  its  own  desired  end,  he  began  to 
frame  his  resolution,  and  soon  shaped  it  to 
bring  the  matter  to  a  successful  issue.  Bar- 
bara, unable  longer  to  endure  to  see  Amy's  life 
made  miserable,  resolved  to  urge  upon  her 
uncle  with  all  entreaties,  that  he  should  take 
some  decided  measure  for  breaking  it  off. 

With  this  intent,  and  desirous  to  speak  with 
him  alone,  she  left  Amy,  whispering  to  her  her 
purpose,  to  wait  her  return  in  the  drawing-room. 
Simon  Burge  watched  their  movements  closely, 
for  long  waiting  an  opportunity,  hardly  had 
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Barbara  Paul  gone  on  her  mission,  when  he 
entered  the  room  where  she  had  just  parted 
from  her  sister.  Doing  so  noiselessly,  he  found 
Amy  Paul  in  a  half-reclining  posture,  her  face 
bent  down  and  hidden  upon  the  couch  on  which 
she  sat.  She  had  not  heard  him  coming  in, 
so  that  he  stood  unnoticed  some  moments. 
Gazing  on  her  drooping  figure,  and  recalling 
her  as  he  had  first  seen  her,  the  thought  struck 
him  with  some  remorse  that  his  hand  wrought 
the  grief  which  despoiled  her  of  her  gay  fancy 
and  light  spirits.  As  he  approached  she  raised 
her  head,  and  seeing  who  it  was  rose  up,  and 
silently  moved  to  leave  the  room.  Mr.  Burge 
interposed., 

"  Forgive  me,  Miss  Paul,"  he  said,  "  if  I  ask 
to  detain  you  for  a  very  few  moments.  Will 
you  hear  me  while  I  say  a  few  words  ?  It  may 
be  the  last  time  that  I  shall  address  you." 

Amy's  hasty  thought  was,  that  Barbara  had 
proved  successful.  The  expectation,  and  not 
his  words,  brought  a  flush  to  her  brow.  Noticing 
this,  and  perhaps  mistaking  its  cause,  he  ap- 
proached closer  to  her  side. 
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"This  may  be  the  last  time,"  he  resumed, 
"  that  you  will  suffer  from  my  presence,  if, 
indeed,  it  has  become  to  you  an  object  of  dis- 
like. I  may  seem  to  have  haunted  you  of  late, 
to  have  become  your  attendant  shadow.  For- 
give me  if  I  unwittingly  displeased  you.  I  may 
claim  forgiveness — you  will  grant  me  forgive- 
ness, when  you  know  that  I  had  life  only  in 
your  presence." 

These  words,  though  uttered  with  a  disci- 
plined softness  of  tone,  had  too  much  of  the 
hackneyed  sound  of  complimentary  phrase  to 
move.  Amy  heard  them  with  averted  face,  but 
undisturbed. 

"  It  cannot  be  hidden  from  you.  Miss  Paul, 
nor  unknown  to  you  that  it  is  so,"  he  went  on, 
in  the  same  manner.  "  My  life  is  centred  in 
your  presence.  My  happiness  depends  on  your 
smile.  Without  both,  life  would  indeed  be  joy- 
less. Dear  Miss  Paul,  you  will  listen  to  me 
when  I  tell  you  how  much  I  love  you,  and  you 
will  believe  me  when  I  say  my  happiness 
depends  on  your  answer." 

A  sincerer  tone  gave  warmth  to  these  last 
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words.  Amy  raised  her  face  and  looked  to 
him,  not  with  blushing  confusion,  but  with 
unchanging  paleness.  With  a  strong  effort  she 
spoke,  and  only  when  she  did  so  did  the  blood 
come  rushing  to  her  brow. 

"Spare  me,  Mr.  Burge,"  she  said,  with  a 
faltering  voice ;  "  do  spare  me  any  further 
words." 

It  needed  no  refusal  more  express.  He  could 
read  her  dislike  in  the  gesture  with  which  she 
turned  away.  In  her  movement  there  was 
mingled  pride  and  entreaty.  She  did  not  again 
essay  to  leave  the  room.  There  might  be  weak- 
ness (was  her  thought)  in  doing  so;  and  yet 
there  was  a  helplessness  in  the  manner  with 
which  she  sank  down  on  the  couch  near  her. 

Simon  Burge  continued  to  gaze  upon  her  in 
silence.  When  he  next  addressed  her,  it  was  in 
an  earnest,  deep  voice,  and  with  words  that 
emotion  lifted  far  above  conventional  phrases. 

"  Amy  Paul,"  he  said,  "  dear  Amy — dearest 
and  sweetest  one !  the  first  and  only  one  whose 
presence  has  ever  quickened  this  heart ;  the  first 
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and  only  one  whose  pure,  sweet  nature  has  ever 
lent  it  one  thought  or  feeling  of  pure,  sweet 
light — dear  Amy,  hear  my  more  than  love,  my 
adoration.  Hear  nde,  one  who  has  trodden  the 
hard  ways  of  the  world  long,  one  who,  for  good 
cause,  believed  that  scorn  and  mockery  was  all 
his  fellow-men  deserved,  and  who  for  years  has 
given  them  that  portion  and  no  other — hear 
such  one  tell  you  that  his  spirit  kneels  before 
you,  tell  you  that  there  is  a  lurking  remnant  of 
good  in  his  nature  which  bows  down  and  wor- 
ships you.  Hear  him  tell  you  this,  and  look 
upon  me  to  know  that  he  tells  you  truth,  that 
he  loves  that  piuity,  and  brightness,  and  good- 
ness, and  that  he  asks  and  prays  that  he  be  not 
driven  away,  desolate,  bankrupt  and  forlorn." 

Amy  shrank  from  before  his  impetuous 
words. 

"Desolate,  bankrupt  and  forlorn,"  he  re- 
peated in  a  voice  more  thrilling  and  sub- 
dued. "  Desolate  in  all  things,  save  in  dark, 
miserable,  doubting  thoughts.  Bankrupt,  be- 
cause he  had  given  away  with  a  prodigal 
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and  heedless  hand  all  his  better  feelings  and  all 
his  love.  Forlorn — ah,  sweet  Amy,  think  how 
forlorn." 

From  before  the  passionate  gaze  that  aided 
them  still  more  than  from  before  his  words, 
Amy  Paul  shrank  away. 

With  less  emotion  he  resumed. 

"  Forlorn  I  should  surely  be.  The  more 
forlorn  from  the  scenes  of  peace  and  happiness 
that  I  have  depicted  to  myself.  Do  listen  to 
me,  dearest  Amy — ^forgive  me,  but  I  cannpt 
help  so  naming  you — Glisten  while  I  tell  you 
how  I  foreshadowed  the  happiness  that  might 
await  me,  and  may,  if  you  will  but  grant  me 
one  favouring  smile." 

Master  of  himself  once  more,  he  went  on 
with  all  his  tutored  softness  of  voice,  and 
with  something  like  a  renewed  assurance  of 
success. 

"  I  would — and  bid  me  not  despair  but  that 
the  sweet  task  may  yet  be  mine — in  every  way, 
by  every  effort,  anxiously  seek  to  deserve  and 
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strengthen  the  love  that  it  would,  and  may — 
nay,  do  not  shrink  away  so — and  may  be  my 
good  fortune  to  win.    In  every  way  and  by 
every  eflfort  I  would  be  zealous  to  promote  your 
happiness;  not  in  mere  sudden  sun-bursts  of 
pleasure,  but  zealously  and  watchfully  from  day 
to  day.    We  should  live,  not  always,  but  until 
one  day  might  be  found  tedious  under  the 
sunny  sky  and  in  the  fair  dime  of  Italy.  I 
know  a  place,  for  often  have  I  seen  it — not  far 
from  Florence  it  is — ^where  the  blue  sea  washes 
into  the  loveliest  of  all  bays ;  where  the  sloping 
groimds  behind  feel  only  the  mildest  of  those 
breezes  of  which  all  are  mild,  and  where  morn- 
ing and  evening  vie  in  decking  the  sky  with 
radiance.    Flowers  that  here  you  prize  are  there 
but  as  the  daisies  of  the  field.    You  would  live 
"in  a  garden,  for  the  country  round  would  be  all 
one  garden.    Would  that  you  would  now  say 
that  it  might  be  my  lot  to  care  for  and  watch 
over  your  happiness  in  such  scenes  as  this." 
He  sought  to  revive  her  imagmation,  and  to 
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recall  something  like  brightness  to  her  shrouded 
brow ;  but  still  with  a  pallid  face  she  met  his 
gaze,  and  again  with  a  trembling  voice  she 
addressed  him. 

"  Oh !  I  thank  you/'  was  her  reply,  "  in- 
deed, I  thank  you,  Mr.  Ewge,  that  you  so 
think  of  my  happiness  ;  but  I  cannot,  indeed  I 
cannot,  nor  ever  can  accept  yoiu*  proposal.  I 
will  not  leave  Glenwood.  I  will  not  leave 
Barbara." 

She  stopped  suddenly,  and  then  as  quickly 
gathered  courage  to  proceed. 

"  Your  good  wishes,"  she  said,  with  a  timid 
kind  of  pride,  and  with  the  gentlest  womanhood 
imaginable,  "  are  very  flattering.  I  am  sure  I 
ought  to  thank  you  for  them.  But  if  in  reject- 
ing your  offer  I  speak  with  anything  like  hesi- 
tation, it  is  because  I  am  poor  and  timid,  and 
not  because  I  feel  any  even  the  slightest  doubt. 
Let  me  ask  you,  it  is  the  only  favour  I  ask, 
that  you  will  spare  me  words  and  entreaties 
that  it  pains  me  to  listen  to." 

u  2 
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At  this  request  preferred  with  such  gentk 
resolution,  Simon  Burge  i:egarded  his  suppliant 
waveringly;  for  the  fondness  ,  he  professed  he 
could  not  under  such  circumstances  but  in  some 
me^swe  feel  and  exhibit.  It  begot  this  mo- 
mentary hesitation,  and  then  gave  way  before 
his  determination  of  purpose. 

If/'  he  said,  and  there  was  something 
solemn  in  his  voice  as  he  spoke,  if  1  possessed 
a  secret ;  if  through  it,  it  were  in  my  power  to 
bring  ruin  on  you,  on  your  sister  and  on  your 
uncle,  so  that  your  peace  and  happiness  at  this 
moment  depended  on  my  words,  would  you  not 
think  it  worth  your  while  to  win  my  silence  ? 
Would  not  my  forbearance,  seepa  cheaply  pur- 
chased at  the  expense  to  you  of  one  relenting 
word  ?" 

As  he  paused,  Amy  Paul,  prompted  not  so 
much  by  that  which  she  heard,  as  by  her  own 
dim  consciousness,  looked  up  to  him  with  a 
frighted,  distrustful  face. 

"  If  such  power  were  indeed  yours,"  she  said 
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at  last,  "  you  would  not,  I  am  sure,  use  it  for 
harm." 

"You  do  me  but  justice,"  was  his  reply. 
"  Such  secret  in  my  hands  would  remain  for 
ever  unused,  before  that  it  should  in  the  least 
miKtate  against  your  welfare.  I  know,"  he 
continued,  "  that  your  sister  is  betrothed  to 
Reuben  Lieigh ;  and  both  you  and  I  know  that 
her  heart,  with  all  its  store  of  happiness, 
is  given  away.  If  there  were  a  hidden  fact 
which,  in  any  way  revealed,  would  blast  that 
happiness  and  your  sister's  peace,  and  if  that 
fact  should  become  known  to  you,  would  you 
not  join  with  me  in  keeping  it  profoundly  a 
secret?" 

Oh !  no  secret  from  Barbara,"  cried  Amy 
with  the  same  scared  face,  yet  hearing  him 
without  the  surprise  his  hypothetical  phrases 
ought  to  have  created.  "  No  secret  from  Bar- 
bara whatever." 

What !"  was  the  rejoinder.  "  If  known,  it 
would  assuredly  separate  her  and  Reuben  I^igh, 
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would  you  not  keep  aQ  knowledge  of  it  from 
her/' 

"  But  why  should  I  know  of  it  ?"  implored 
Amy.  "  How  should  such  a  dread  secret  be 
known  to  me  only  ?" 

"  If  the  secret  I  speak  of,"  answered  Mr. 
Bui^e,  "were  of  such  a  strange  nature,  that 
you,  even  though  it  caused  you  much  pain, 
would  earnestly  desire  to  know  it;  if  it  were 
right  and  proper  that  you  should  be  made 
aware  of  it,  in  order  that  you  might  cease  to  be 
a  sharer  in  the  fruits  of  crime ;  if  not  knowing 
it,  her  marriage  will  make  your  sister  cease 
to  be  so,  as  knowing  it  would  inevitably  frus- 
trate that  marriage — would  you  not  wish  to 
fathom  this  secret,  and  forgive  the  words 
that  told  it  you,  for  the  pain  they  might  also 
cause." 

Amy  Paul  heard  liim  with  features  in  which 
dread  was  strangely  mingled  with  a  feeling  that 
was  not  so  much  curiosity  as  an  expectation  of 
some  unknown  evil.    Simon  Burge  was  not 
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aware  of  the  wound  which  his  words  probed,  nor 
what  lurking  thoiights  made  her  gaze  so  earnest 
and  fixed.  Yet  noticing  the  strangeness  of  her 
expression,  and  fearing  for  what  might  result 
from  it,  his  hesitation  caused  him  to  revert  to 
that  which  he  had  first  urged. 

"  I  would,"  he  said —  "  it  would  to  me 
have  been  more  flattering,  had  you  been  able  to 
respond  with  a  kindred  and  answering  senti'- 
ment  to  the  love  which  most  truly  lives  within 
this  heart.  If  to  win  your  love,  I  must  rouse 
your  gratitude,  I  do  so  reluctantly ;  for  though 
a  sweeter  constraint  could  not  be  wished  for, 
even  the  ties  of  gratitude  leave  us  not  altogether 
fi-ee.  I  would  that  you  would  trust  to  my 
assurance  that  I  regard  and  look  only  to  your 
happiness,  without  asking  me  for  proof.  Yet 
when  I  show  myself  your  friend,  you  will  listen 
to  me  with  kindness.  What  if  I  telj  you  of 
your  early  life.  Your  father  you  may  have  well 
forgotten ;  but  your  grandfather  you  may  re- 
member.    It  was  a  drear  November  night  that 
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he  died.  The  circumstances  of  his  death  you 
may  have  never  heard ;  and  were  it  not  neces- 
sary, I  should  not  mention  them  now,  for  there 
is  much  that  may  well  shock  you.  Know  that 
he  was — " 

He  stopped,  struck  with  the  lifeless  hue  that 
came  over  the  listener's  face. 

"  Why  do  you  stop  ?"  she  said  in  a  tone 
unexpectedly  distinct.  I  know  what  you 
would  say.  I  seem,  while  I  hear  you,  to  be 
retracing  a  familiar  scene.  I  cannot  but  think 
that  some  one,  in  the  same  words,  told  me  all 
this  before.  You  stop  in  your  unwillingness  to 
tell  me  that  he  was  murdered." 

Plainly  as  she  uttered  the  words,  a  shudder 
passed  through  her  frame. 

"  Such  is  only  too  truly  the  case,"  replied 
Mr.  Burge,  nerving  himself  to  proceed.  "  He 
met  his  death  for  the  sake  of  wealth  which  he 
possessed,  and  in  a  form  known  only  to  two. 
At  the  time  of  your  grandfather's  death — it 
may  have  been  an  accident,  a  mere  mischance — 
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your  tincle,  Mr.  Paul,  was  Kving  in  London. 
He  was,  then,  wild  and  dissolute.  He  suffered, 
too,  from  want ;  such  want  as  the  rapacity  of 
vice  creates.  The  desire  that  craved  its  usual 
gratification  was  more  than  he  could  bear. 
Wealth  tempted  him — " 

Amy  rose  from  where  she  sat,  and  laying  her 
hand  upon  his  arm,  stayed  his  future  words. 
She  understood  all  that  he  would  further  say. 
She  uttered  no  cry,  no  sound  passed  over 
her  pale  hps ;  but  oh !  the  depths  of  agony  that 
she  was  sounding.  Her  heart  went  down 
through  them  silently,  her  anguish  sinking  it 
like  lead. 

"  Hush !"  she  said,  unconscious  of  the  long 
pause  that  had  followed  her  movement,  and 
speaking  in  a  voice  that  was  lowered  to  a 
whisper.  "  Hush,  or  your  words  may  pene- 
trate to  his  ear  below.  Let  me  go  and  call 
Barbara." 

Mr.  Bwge  held  her  cold,  heedless  hand. 

"  Not  for  worlds^"  he  replied.    "  Be  calm,  I 
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beseech  you.  Recollect  your  promise  to  keep 
this  secret.  Recollect,  to  reveal  it  your  sister, 
could  only  end  in  destroying  her  happiness. 
Recollect  the  tie  that  connects  your  uncle  and 
Reuben  Leigh." 

"  O  Barbara !"  murmured  Amy,  on  whose 
ear  his  words  fell  like  a  sentence  of  doom. 
"  O  Barbara !  oh,  my  heart ;  my  poor  heart !" 

She  sank  down  on  the  seat  from  which  she 
had  risen  in  tearless,  unrelieved  agony ;  pressing 
her  hand  upon  that  poor  heart,  as  if  she  could 
so  stay  its  throbbings. 

Mr.  Burge  took  his  place  beside  her,  and 
she  shrank  not  from  him.  Even  his  presence 
was  a  relief  from  that  dark  knowledge  from 
which  she  could  never  more  remove.  With 
low,  persuasive  voice,  sitting  near  her,  he  spoke, 
anxious  to  calm  her,  and  fearing  an  interrup- 
tion. She  believed  him  while  he  dwelt  upon 
the  necessity  of  keeping  this  matter  unknown 
to  Barbara,  and  represented  over  and  over  again 
with  plausible  and  colouring  words,  how  of  a 
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certainty  if  known  it  would  be  fatal  to  her 
happiness,  and  separate  her  from  Reuben 
Leigh.  He  did  not  rest  satisfied  until  he  had 
obtained  a  promise  (so  careful  was  he  of 
Barbara's  weal)  that  it  should  not  be  in  any 
way  mentioned. 

Then  he  told  her  how,  sooner  or  later,  this 
matter  should  have  come  to  her  knowledge,  and 
have  caused  her  to  recoil  from  the  roof  that  un- 
worthily protected  her,  and  from  his  presence 
who  had  wrought  this  evil.  Again  he  spoke 
of  a  home  afar  off  in  sunny  lands,  where  she 
might  happily  Hve,  and  where  Barbara,  married, 
might  join  her.  He  showed  her  this  way  by 
which  she  might  escape  so  much  that  was 
dreadful  and  oppressive.  He  implored  her, 
with  words  that  did  not  lack  fervour,  and 
which  his  love  kindled  again  into  passionate 
warmth,  to  trust  her  happiness  and  future  life 
to  his  protection.  In  that  hour  of  dismay  and 
trouble,  and  eager  wish  to  be  away,  he  won  her 
consent.    Easily  she  acquiesced.    With  pale 
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lips  and  blanched  cheek  she  complied,  without 
even  (ah!  dear  Amy)  one  transient  flush  of 
maiden  modesty. 

Still  keeping  his  place  near  her,  and  still 
speaking  with  the  same  low  voice,  Simon 
Burge  prayed  her  forgiveness  for  all  that  he 
had  imparted  to  her,  and  assured  her  that 
had  he  not  provided  the  means  of  escape  and 
a  remedy,  he  would  have  left  it  still  untold. 
He  won  from  her  the  assurance,  that  of  her 
own  free-will  she  consented,  and  the  promise 
that  she  would  tell  her  sister  and  unde  that 
it  was  so.  Further,  she  said  (with  the  faintest 
of  faint  smiles)  that  she  would  see  that  Barbara 
did  not  winder  overmuch  at  her  change  of 
purpose. 

With  words  of  admiration  and  praise  he 
stooped  down  and  kissed  her  unchanging  fore- 
head. He  would  have  folded  her  (in  the  fond 
dxcesa  of  triumph)  to  his  heart,  but  that  she 
drew  away  with  a  shuddering  repulse.  With 
further  words  of  encouragement  and  love  he 
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lingered  near  her,  and  it  was  only  when  he 
heard  an  approaching  step  that  with  a  last 
exhortation  to  firmness  he  rehictantly  left  ha* 
presence, 

As  he  did  so  Amy  rose,  and  unwitting  what 
she  did,  fell  upon  her  knees,  and  buried  her  face 
in  the  couch  before  her.  Bewildered,  stunned, 
pained,  she  was  conscious  of  nothing,  save  as  it 
were  some  weight  that  pressed  upon  her  heart 
and  brain. 

So  Barbara,  returning  with  alacrity,  overjoyed 
to  have  to  announce  that  their  uncle  had  pro- 
mised that  Mr.  Biu-ge's  suit  and  visit  should 
cease  at  once  and  together,  found  her. 

Amy  hearing  her  step,  rose  up,  and  was 
about,  with  a  cry,  to  throw  herself  into  her 
arms,  when  suddenly  remembering  the  injimc- 
tion  and  her  promise  of  secrecy,  she  checked 
herself.  She  stood,  then,  trembling  and  droop- 
ing, her  face  covered  with  her  hands,  and  over 
both,  her  misordered  ringlets  scattered,  like  a 
veil. 
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Her  sister  beheld  her  with  amazement. 

"  Dearest  Amy,"  she  said,  "  cheer  up.  You 
shall  not  be  troubled  longer.  Uncle  has  pro- 
mised— " 

"  Hush !"  was  the  shuddering  interruption, 
and  Amy  shrank  from  words  which  she  had  so 
long  ardently  desired.  "Hush;  for,  Barbara, 
I — I  have  consented." 

Barbara  did  not  speak  for  surprise.  Taking 
away  the  hand  (how  cold  it  was !)  that  con- 
cealed Amy's  face,  she  looked  into  it  inquiringly, 
and  assuredly  found  little  confirmation  in  the 
white,  bloodless  cheek  that  showed  itself  reluc- 
tantly to  her  gaze. 

"  Amy — "  she  said. 

But  Amy  refused  to  hear  her ;  for  she  cast 
herself  upon  the  couch  close  at  hand,  and  turned 
away,  that  she  might  hide  herself  from  sight 

Perplexed  and  wondering,  Barbara  sat  down 
beside  her. 

A  quivering  through  that  prostrate  figure,  a 
suppressed  convulsive  sob,  and  it  was  in  vain 
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that  Barbara  strove  to  soothe  her ;  and  it  was 
as  well,  for  all  that  it  did  in  some  way  move 
her,  that  not  one  of  all  those  fast-falling,  burning 
tears  was  stayed. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

A  cloud  darkens  over  Glenwood,  and  rests  gloomily 
on  the  dwellers  therein. 

From  Amy  Paul's  presence,  and  from 
beholding  the  agony  of  grief  that  his  words 
had  evoked,  Simon  Burge  hastened  in  order 
to  announce  to  Mr.  Paul  her  consent  and 
acceptance  of  his  hand.  He  said  that  she 
had  caught  at  the  idea  of  living  abroad;^  and 
was  even  anxious  for  change.  Speaking 
of   her    former    manifest   reluctance,  he 
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laughingly  remarked  that  he  had  not  been 
wrong  when  he  ventured  to  proph^y  that 
such  hesitancies  and  demurs  would  readily 
vanish.  Mr.  Paul,  hearing  this  unexpected 
announcement,  did  not  offer  any  congrar 
tulations.  He  fixed  on  him  a  curious, 
inquiring  eye,  and  looked  into  his  face  as 
if  he  would  search  his  inmost  soul.  A 
smile  that  gleamed  as  coldly  as  ever,  greeted 
him,  and  he  turned  silently  away.  Whatever 
distrust  he  had,  foimd  no  expression  in 
words. 

He  came  back  again. 

"  You  did  not  use  any  unfair  means," 
he  said.  "  You  did  not  take  any  advantage 
of  her  innocence.  For  your  life,  Simon 
Burge,  for  your  life,  you  did  not  dare  to 
do  so." 

"  She  has  given  her  consent,"  was  the 
reply;  and  this  late  threatening  courage 
might  well  provoke  the  smile  it  did.  "  You 
can  ask  her,  if  you  have  any  doubt,  whether 
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that  consent  was  not,  and  is  not  perfectly 
unconstrained." 

"It  was  only  this  day,"  said  Mr.  Paul, 
"  only  some  hours  ago,  that  I  gave  my  promise 
that  I  would  free  her  from  this  suit,  which 
was  represented  to  me  as  pressing  and 
oppressive.  That  promise  I  gave  with  a 
sincere  determination  at  aU  hazards  to  see  it 
fulfilled.  I  will  run  the  same  hazard  to 
be  satisfied  that  her  acceptance  is  as  you 
aBege." 

"How  unfairly  with  your  wavering  re- 
solutions you  deal  by  me !"  retorted  Simon 
Burge.  "  You,  neither  blinded  nor  deceived, 
granted  me  the  opportunity  that  I  have  used 
to  a  successful  result,  and  now  you  would 
quarrel  with  me  for  that  very  success.  But 
your  unsteadiness  of  purpose  does  not  affect 
mine.  I  have  won  my  bride;  I  have 
overcome  her  scruples;  and  do  not  think 
that  I  will  yield  to  any  weak  demurs  of 
yours." 

B  2 
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Idtde  coDgratuIant  as  was  this  interview, 
even  less  so  were  the  words,  thai  passed 
between  him  and  Barbara  Paul,  whom  he 
met  returning  to  inform  her  uncle  how 
useless  was  the  reluctant  promise  that 
she  had  only  that  morning  exacted  from 
him. 

"  Miss  Paul,*'  he  said,  "  hear  how  I  have 
been  favoured.  Hear  how  I  have  prospered 
far  beyond  my  poor  deserts." 

"  Of  the  change  that  these  few  short 
hours  have  wrought,"  she  replied,  "my 
sister  has  told  me." 

"  Have  not  these  few  short  hours  showered 
all  happiness  and  good  fortune  on  me  ?  and 
will  you  not  tell  me,  Miss  Paul,  that  they 
have  done  so  ?" 

"Had  she  who  told  me  of  your  good 
fortune,"  was  the  answer,  "  done  so  with 
fewer  tears  and  less  apparent  unhappiness, 
ray  congratulations  had  worn  a  •  warmer 
tone." 
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She  would  have  passed  on,  but  Mr. 
Surge  detained  her. 

"  Stay,  Miss  Paul,"  he  said,  "  and  un- 
derstand how  dear  to  me  is  your  sister's 
happiness.  If  I  be  the  cause  of  only  one 
of  those  tears  of  which  you  speak,  then, 
dear  to  me  as  are  my  present  hopes,  I 
willingly  sacrifice  them,  and  give  you  leave 
to  deal  whli  them  and  with  my  fate  even 
as  you  will.  But  you  will  find  that  it  is 
otherwise  —  far  otherwise  indeed.  I  am 
contrat  to  postpone  until  then,  words  that 
nevertheless  now  I  would  most  highly 
value.** 

With  this  speech,  to  which  he  did  not 
desire  any  answer,  he  allowed  her  to 
proceed. 

She  sought  out  her  uncle,  who  received 
her  with  a  perplexed  and  troubled  air. 

"You  see,  Barbara,"  he  said,  "how 
false,  after  all,  were  all  your  arguments  and 
persuasions  of  this  morning." 
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"  Dear  uncle,"  she  replied,  "  are  you 
convinced  that  they  were  all  false  and 
groundless?  I  came  here  to  ask  if  you 
approve  of  this  marriage,  for  such  seems 
now  impending.  Are  you  satisfied  with 
Mr.  Burge  as  a  husband  and  protector  for 
Amy?" 

Any  implied  approval  he  would  have 
assented  to  at  once,  but  he  shrank  from 
the  express  consent  this  question  demanded 
from  him. 

"Mr.  Burge,"  he  answered,  "has  in- 
dependent means  amply  sufficient  to  promote 
Amy's  comfort  and  secure  her  against  aD  want. 
Upon  that  subject  I  of  course  satisfied  yyself. 
Indeed  it  is  to  me  a  pleasing  reflection^  that 
if  anything  should  befall  me — and  who  is 
secure? — she  is  not  now  without  one  to 
protect  and  provide  for  her.  Since  Reuben 
threatened  to  take  you  from  me,  Barbara, 
the  thought  has  dwelt  much  on  my  mind.** 

Barbara  pondered  for  a  moment  on  these 
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words  which  led  her,  whether  purposely  or 
not,  from  her  previous  train  of  thought. 

"  A  mere  assurance  against  want,  dear 
uncle,"  she  said  again,  ''is  not  all  that  we 
ought  to  seek  and  require  for  Amy.  On 
that  score,  seeing  we  have  all  health  and 
the  prospect  of  the  fiill  nimiher  of  allotted 
days,  there  cannot  surely  be  much  ground 
for  uneasiness.  But  who  is  this  Mr.  Burge? 
Are  his  hand  and  spirit,  gentle  enough  to 
deal  with  all  loving  gentleness  by  Amy  ?" 

A  shade  of  querulous  impatience  mingled 
with  her  uncle's  indecision,  as  these  questions 
pressed  him  more  closely. 

"If  Amy  has  herself,"  he  said,  "seen 
fit  to  accept  Mr.  Burge,  she  must  have 
judged  him  not  unworthy  of  her  favour. 
She  has  not  been  without  opportunity  of 
ascertaining  his  disposition." 

Amy's  prostrate  figure  came  before 
Barbara's  eyes,  and  forced  her  to  pained 
silence. 
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"  I  have  known  Mr.  Burge  many  years," 
resumed  Mr.  Paul,  in  a  more  equable  tone. 

He  professes  much  admiration  and  love 
for  Amy.  He  has  submitted  to  me  the 
projects  that  he  has  formed  for  his  future 
life,  and  they  are  abundant  in  their  like- 
lihood of  prosperity.  I  see  no  reason  why, 
accepting  Mr.  Burge,  she  should  not  be 
perfectly  happy  with  him.  I  see  no  reason, 
Barbara?" 

Nor  when  asked,  for  the  latter  words 
were  addressed  to  her  ^  inquiringly,  could 
Barbara  say  that  she  had  any  reasons  that 
she  could  assign.  She  b^an  to  doubt 
whether  she  had  not  been  giving  over  much 
heed  to  prejudice,  and  she  was  about  to 
say  so,  when  again  that  prostrate,  sorrowing 
figure  present  to  her  mind,  checked  and 
held  her  silent. 

Mr.  Paul,  willingly  leaning  as  circum- 
stances seemed  to  bend  him,  passed  from 
questions  which  were  at  least  neutral,  to 
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praises  of  Mr.  Burge.  listening  to  these, 
and  not  caring  to  interrupt  them  hy  either 
assent  or  denial,  it  was  plain  to  Barbara 
that  whatever  hitherto  mi^t  have  been 
the  case,  Mr.  Biu-ge's  suit,  if  never  without 
the  silent,  had  at  length  the  open  approval  of 
her  uncle. 

Yet  on  that  very  evening,  though  not  one 
moment  sooner  than  necessity  coerced  him 
into  her  presence,  when  Mr.  Paul  approached 
Amy,  and  mute  as  herself  looked  into  h^ 
face,  he  turned  away  without  uttering  a 
word.  Its  paflor  and  pained  expression 
shocked  and  alarmed  him.  He  could  see  her 
shrink  from  contact  with  all  around  her, 
and  even  from  casual  observations  addressed 
to  her.  To  Amy,  indeed,  there  was  present 
but  the  one  wish,  that  something  would  in 
mercy  speed  the  hours  on  their  way.  Yet 
when  she  laid  her  head  down  in  the  hope 
that  she  would  in  sleep  lose  sense  of  her 
misery,  it  did  but  steal  from  her  heart  to 
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her  brain,  and  greedy  as  misery  ever  is, 
denied  to  her  even  one  hour  of  forgetfidness. 

So  passed  with  her  the  first  night  of 
wakeful  wretchedness,  and  when  morning 
came,  the  cloud  was  just  as  dull  and  thick, 
and  as  heavily  rested  upon  her.  She  would 
have  wished,  if  she  could,  to  have  remained 
alone.  She  could  not  well  bear  her  uncle's 
look  of  suspicion,  nor  Barbara's  fixed  and 
mournful  gaze ;  nor  could  she  continue  for 
any  length  of  time  in  the  one  place.  The 
restless  thronging  of  her  thoughts  drove 
her  from  room  to  room,  Mr.  Burge,  never- 
theless, kept  closely  by  her ;  and  when  at  last 
she  wandered  out  of  doors,  made  himself 
her  companion. 

Walking  by  her  side,  watching  and  an- 
ticipating every  movement,  he  sought  by 
his  attentions  to  win  even  for  the  moment 
her  regard,  well  knowing  how  much  she 
craved  support.  With  words  more  com- 
miserating in  their    tone   than  in  their 
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expressed  sense,  he  addressed  her.  He 
alluded  to  that  which  preyed  upon  her  mind, 
and  recognised  its  existence,  no  otherwise 
than  as  it  was  involved  in  her  departure 
from  Glenwood,  and  in  those  changes  of 
which  it  was  the  cause,  and  which  awaiting 
her  it  should  be  his  gratifying  task  to  make 
subserve  in  every  way  her  pleasure.  He 
spoke  much  of  change  of  scene;  of  places 
that  they  would  visit;  of  romances  that 
memory  would  renew,  lingering  in  the  shade 
of  walls  that,  though  in  ruins,  still  frowned 
as  they  had  done  in  their  beleaguered  days ; 
of  rivers  that  now  washed  strong  foundations 
and  swept  over  dungeons  and  oubliettes 
whose  very  name  suggested  stories  of  wearied 
prisoners,  now  poured  their  swift  waters 
between  disrupted  cliffs,  and  now  glided 
washingly  between  vine-clad  banks ;  of  lakes 
whose  margins  a  thousand  poetic  fancies 
haunted ;  of  quiet  and  sequestered  spots 
that  genius  had  trodden  and  hallowed.  Of 
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all  these  and  more  he  said  much,  seeking  to 
divert  her  attention  from  the  present,  and  to 
point  it  in  one  direction.  But  aU  she  only 
answered  with  the  same  joyless  smile  and 
the  same  scantiness  of  speech. 

At  lengdi  she  stopped  suddenly,  and  her 
words  showed  how  heedlessly  she  '  had 
listened  to  all  he  had  heen  saying. 

"  Oh  !"  she  said,  "  I  feel  very  heart-sick. 
Oh,  the  pain  that  is  in  my  heart !  Will  it 
ever — ever  go?" 

Her  cold  hand  was  in  his  while  he  uttered 
soothing  and  endearing  words,  for  once  in 
his  life  at  least  with  true  sincerity. 

No  bright  flushing  was  on  her  brow,  no 
fluttering  hesitation  in  her  voice  (and  yet 
who  even  in  thought  could  separate  her 
from  all  true  maiden  gentleness  ?)  as  she 
said: 

"  Oh !  take  me  away  from  this  place. 
Oh !  take  me  away  from  this  place  soon.'* 
Still  her  cold  hand  remained  in  bis,  while 
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on  her  heedless  ear  fell  low,  thankfiil  words ; 
low  words  of  gratitude,  naming  her  dear 
as  she  was  lovely. 

Her  prayer  that  her  departure  from 
Glenwood  might  he  hasty  and  at  once  had 
scarcely  passed  her  lips,  when  it  dragged  other 
images  before  her. 

"Barbara,"  she  said,  "poor,  dear  Bar- 
bara! Who  wiU  console  Barbara?  Who 
will  excuse  Amy  to  her,  and  tell  her  that 
she  is  not  unfeeling  and  an  ingrate?  What, 
if  Barbara  was  aware  how  much  I  suflFer, 
Ah,  you  can  hardly  think  how  she  would 
comfort  me.  How  consoling  would  be 
her  words  of  kindness  and  pity  !" 

No  little  in  truth  it  added  to  her  affliction 
that  she  should  have  that  secret  so  full  of 
horror  lurking  with  her  and  be  for  ever 
fearful  lest  Barbara  should  read  of  its 
existence  in  her  features,  there  written  of 
(she  knew)  in  pale  language,  or  should  hear 
of  it  in  the  painful  throbbings  that  she  did 
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(unwitting  one)  her  very  best  to  stifle. 
It  was  strange  to  have  to  check  the  words 
that  rose  to  her  lips — a  burning  impulsive 
prayer  for  consolation;  and  miserable  in 
her  trying  sorrow  to  have  to  stand  alone 
without  her,  in  all  things  heretofore  her 
dear  sisterly  stay  and  support. 

"  Will  she  not,"  she  continued,  "  have 
reason  to  think  me  fickle  and  uncertain; 
and  when  any  one  naming  me  shall  in  her 
hearing  say  that  I  am  so,  how  will  she 
find  excuses  for  me  ?  How  will  she  know 
with  what  hopes  of  meeting  her  I  left  her, 
if  we  should  ever  chance  to  meet  again 

"  But  that  you  will  meet  again,  you  may 
well  rest  assured,"  urged  Mr.  Burge.  "  Our 
next  meeting  is  not  in  aQ  certainty .  so 
distant,  and  will  be  as  cheery  and  as  glad 
as  ever." 

"  Oh,  never  again,"  replied  Amy,  "  as 
glad  as  ever.  Think  you  the  heart  can 
laugh  out  with  the  same  sunny  smiles  when 
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it  has  made  of  itself  a  grave  for  all  that 
it  once  held  dear?  Think  you  it  recovers, 
when  sundered  from  ties  of  love  that  years 
have  twined  round  it — when  torn  with 
rude  hand  from  all  the  fondness  and  care 
of  past  years — from  the  remembrance  of 
all  affection's  treasured  acts?  Ah,  what  a 
fatal  knowledge  is  it  which  does  its  best 
to  efface  all  such  !" 

She  seemed  with  her  sad,  fixed  look  to 
watch  in  her  own  heart  a  struggle  such  as 
she  described. 

Not  all  fictitious  was  Mr.  Surge's  fondness 
which  tutored  him  to  bear  with  patience 
the  continuance  of  this  sorrowful  mood. 
There  was  throughout  it,  however,  a  seeking 
of  support  from  him  which  may  have 
rendered  it  in  some  measure  less  wearisome. 

"Will  you  leave  me  now?"  she  asked; 
and  then  added  with  a  faint  smile,  "you 
will  have  time  hereafter,  quite  enough,  to 
be  well  wearied  of  your  smileless  burden." 
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All  risk  of  that  he  was  willing  to  undergo. 
Small  risk  of  weariness  there  was  with  her, 
sweet  one,  as  he  named  her, 

"  Yet  leave  me,"  she  urged,  "  for  a 
moment  to  myself.  Sad  company  as  the 
last  two  days  have  made  my  thoughts,  I 
wish  to  be  with  them  all  alone." 

"Was  it  well,"  he  asked,  "to  yield  to 
such  thoughts  without  making  an  effort 
against  them?  Would  she  listen  to  him 
while  he  reasoned  with  her  of  the  folly 
of  doing  so  ?" 

"My  brain,"  she  returned,  "is  little 
competent  to  understand  any  reasoning 
whatever.  Sorrow  has  monopolized  it  all. 
I  will  be  better  alone  for  some  time." 

If  she  desired  it,  he  would  leave  her. 
In  all  things  she  might  command; 

"Then  this  once  let  me  exercise  my 
power,"  she  said,  and  turning,  she  purisued 
her  way  alone. 

Leaving  her,  Simon  Burge  returned  to 
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Glenwood,  and  joined  Mr.  Paul  and  Barbara. 
He  aUuded  to  Amy's  drooping  manner,  and 
attributed  it  to  the  deep*  regret  she  felt  in 
leaving  her  home  and  sister.  It  well  showed, 
he  said,  her  loving  heart.  He  spoke  of 
travelling  and  change  as  sovereign  remedies 
for  transient  maladies  of  sadness,  and  made 
Amy's  sorrow  an  excuse  for  the  desire 
he  expressed  to  be  allowed  to  carry  her 
away  at  once.  When  Barbara  objected  to 
any  hasty  proceeding  as  quite  needless,  he 
alleged'  that  Amy  herself  shared  in  his 
anxiety.  Then  she  listened  to  him  with 
impatient,  incredulous  silence. 

Yet  though  (apart  from  those  doubts 
which  seemed  very  fruitless)  the  matter 
appeared  quite  confirmed  and  setded^  neither 
Barbara,  nor  Amy  (as  with  a  fond  blush  she 
might  have  done),  nor  Mr.  Paul  (and  your 
old  men,  setting  about  it,  are  the  best  of 
gossips),  announced  it  to  Mr.  Elt.  Nor  did 
Mr.  Andrews  hear  of  it  from  either  Barbara 

VOL.  II.  c 


Digitized  by 


18 


AMY  PAUL. 


or  Mr.  Paul;  nor  even  Mrs.  Andrews,  though 
tidings  of  a  marriage  are  to  married  ladies 
inexpressibly  soothing  and  consoling. 

It  may  have  been  this  negligence  on  their 
part  that  determined  Mr.  Bm*ge  to  impart 
the  intelligence  of  his  happiness  to  Mr.  Elt. 
Other  inducements  may  have  existed,  such 
as  the  desire  to  put  the  matter  in  the  most 
favourable  way  possible,  and  by  forestalling 
arguments  to  disarm  any  objection  Mr.  Elt 
might  be  likely  to  raise.  Wishing,  also,  to 
withdraw  himself  for  the  evening  from  the 
circle  at  Glenwood,  lest  there  should  appear 
any  over-watchfulness  on  his  part,  at  a  late 
hour  of  the  day  he  made  his  way  to  Castle- 
Elt. 

Seldom  previously  had  it  happened  that 
two  dear  days  should  elapse  without  Mr.  Elt, 
either  at  his  own  house  or  at  Glenwood, 
seeing  Barbara  and  Amy ;  but  the  forgetful- 
ness  of  an  occupied  mind  ought  readily  to  be 
pardoned;  and  for  some  time  he  had  been 
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engaged)  reaching  within  the  last  two  days 
the  climax  of  occupation,  in  educing  to  its 
final  result  his  signal  improvement  in  the 
construction  of  pumps.  His  days  of  labour 
and  ^loiurs  of  thought  had  been  brought  to  a 
close,  and  he  had  at  last  the  satisfaction  of 
pronouncing  his  "  eiureka"  and  of  seeing  it 
in  lead  and  leather  displayed  before  him. 
With  a  complacently  triumphant  smile,  he 
thought  of  the  aversion  that  Amy  had  chosen 
to  exhibit  for  the  subject,  and  how  even  she, 
careless  as  she  might  profess  herself,  would 
be  struck  with,  and  acknowledge  the  superi- 
ority of,  his  inventive  powers. 

Mr.  Trouton  was  summoned  for  the  last 
grand  occasion  and  final  (private)  experi- 
ment. He  shared  in  the  exultation  of  his 
master,  for  he  entertained  a  "  holy '  horror" 
(as  he  phrased  it  himself)  of  these  hydraulic 
rehearsals.  They  had  resulted  to  him  in  con- 
stant colds,  and  had  gone  well-nigh  making 
him  a  martyr  to  a  complaint  similar  to 
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that  which  afflicted  his  wife.  That  which 
put  her  "down"  completely,  weakened  his 
step.  He  therefore  obeyed  a  call  which  he 
was  assured  would  be  the  last,  with  the 
alacrity  a  shareholder  would  exhibit  under 
the  like  circumstances.  He  saw  the  new 
arrangement  of  valves  and  pipes,  and  assented 
to  the  eulogy  and  admiration  which  even  the 
pride  of  the  inventor  could  not  suppress,  as 
the  volume  of  water  poured  forth  doubled,  if 
not  trebled. 

"  It  is  a  grand  improvement,  Sir,"  said 
Mr.  Trouton,  with  perfect  good-faith  in  his 
words,  as  conveying  high  approbation  and 
encouragement.  "  A  grand  improvement 
intirely  upon  our  ould  pump.  It  was  a  great 
thing  of  you,  Sir,  to  think  out  of  your  own 
head  just  such  another  pump  as  the  one  theiy 
have  up  above  there,  at  Glenwood." 

Many  is  the  idea  of  original  conception  and 
careful  elaboration,  which,  nevertheless,  by 
the  undistinguishing  crowd  is  set  down  and 
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stigmatised  as  borrowed  from  the  mere  cir- 
cumstance of  its  similarity  to  something  pre- 
existing. Mr.  Elt,  though  at  first  taken  a 
little  aback,  was  right  to  maintain,  as  he 
stoutly  did,  his  claim  for  originality.  His 
denial  of  the  fact  of  similarity  pointed  out  by 
Mr.  Trouton  (who,  if  he  had  not  believed 
it  high  praise,  would  most  assin^dly  have 
remained  silent,)  was  not  so  obviously  well- 
founded,  and  indeed  was  somewhat  fainter 
in  its  tone. 

Gradually  it  occurred  to  him  (though  the 
thought  was  not  intended  in  any  way  to 
be  an  admission),  that  it  was,  perhaps,  as 
well  that  Amy  Paul  had  not  been  present  at 
this  final  experiment,  as  he  had  at  first  so 
much  desired,  or  at  least  had  not  heard 
Mr.  Trouton's  dubious  remarks.  She  would 
have  seized  upon  them,  he  had  no  doubt, 
whether  they  were  true  or  false.  He  deter- 
mined to  leave  her  to  form  her  own  judg- 
ment of  the  invention,  which,  considering  the 
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disregard  she  had  shown  for  all  instruction 
on  the  subject,  was  a  very  safe  determination 
for  Mr.  Elt  to  arrive  at  and  act  upon.  In 
many  instances,  as  in  this,  he  followed  the 
pleasant  logic  of  general  life,  which  leads 
us  coming  to  a  conclusion  that  is  agreeable 
to  adopt  it,  and  with  a  readiness  that  we  are 
apt  to  consider  on  the  whole  rather  compli- 
mentary to  the  quickness  of  our  reasoning 
faculties. 

In  this  condition  of  mind,  partly  pacified 
and  half  vexed,  Mr.  Burge  found  him.  As 
he  had  been  in  the  habit  of  visiting  him  in 
the  same  way  frequently  of  late,  Mr.  Elt  was 
not  surprised  to  see  him.' 

But  for  the  cause  that  brought  him  there 
that  night,  and  for  the  announcement  which 
after  a  few  prefatory  observations  he  made^ 
Mr.  Elt  felt  no  little  and  expressed  no  little 
astonishment.  However  uncomplimentary 
was  his  surprise,  he  did  not  seek  to  conceal 
or  suppress  it. 
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"  Nothing  was  further  from  my  thoughts/' 
he  said.  I  never  suspected  it.  I  had  no 
suspicion  of  it,  whatever." 

The  certainty  of  accomplishment  always 
obliterates  even  the  remembrance  of  such 
slight  suspicions  as  Mr.  Elt  had  on  several 
occasions  felt,  roused  by  trivial  circumstances 
for  the  moment. 

''You  do  not  hold  me  so  insensate  a 
being,"  replied  Simon  Burge.  "  What  could 
else  have  detained  me  for  these  months  past 
at  Glenwood?" 

"True,"  said  Mr.  Elt,  "true.  You  have 
been  here  for  some  time.  She  is  a  lovely 
girl ;  a  gentle  being ;  a  sweet  child.  Mr. 
Paul  must  have  known  of  it  all  along  ?" 

"  At  all  events,"  was  the  answer,  "  he  did 
not  take  any  steps  to  oppose  it,  and  he  must, 
1  think,  have  been  aware  of  it.  I  never  was 
at  any  pains  to  conceal  my  intention  from  him." 

"  What  a  surprise  to  Reuben  Leigh,"  ob- 
served Mr.  Elt.    "You  knew  Barbara  was 
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engaged  to  hkn.  I  recollect  your  asking  me 
about  their  engagement.  You  have  won  a 
lovely  bride,  Mr.  Burge." 

A  gleam  of  triumph  lit  up  the  featwes  of 
his  visitor* 

"Amy  has  other  qualities  besides  love- 
liness," continued  Mr.  Elt:  ''other  quali- 
ties that  you  must  cherish  with  no  rough 
hand.  She  never  came  down  to  say  a  word 
to  me,  bashful  child.  Neither  she  nor  Miss 
Barbara,  who  need  not  have  been  so  bashful. 
I  must  scold  them  for  their  forgetiulness  or 
wiMul  negligence.  Occupied  however  they 
may  be,  they  must  not  forget  me,  nor  has 
Amy  ev&r  wavwed  in  her  steady  love  for  old 
Father  Jeremy  yet.  Yours  is  a  pri2e  beyond 
aQ  price,  Mr.  Burge ;  that  true,  gentle,  loving 
nature." 

"  A  prize  thafr  I  justly  value ;  a  prize  of 
which  I  am  proud." 

It  hardly  needed  the  last  wco'ds  to  explain 
the  speaker's  tone. 
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"Tell  me,"  said  Mr.  Elt,  "and  pardon 
me  my  questioning,  for  you  know  my  daim 
for  information,  what  are  your  plans  of  life 
for  the  future?" 

Mr.  Burge  recounted  over  to  him  all  his 
projects,  and  Airther  told  him  how  soon  they 
might  commence  to  be  carried  out. 

"  So  soon  to  bear  her  away !"  exclaimed 
Mr.  Elt.  "  So  suddenly,  and  so  soon !  You 
hardly  act  fairly  by  her  former  friends. 
To  leave  us  all,  and  go  abroad;  I  hardly 
thought  Amy  had  courage  enough  to  consent 
to  such  a  course." 

An  incredulity  that  he  unconsciously  ex- 
pressed, dogged  Mr.  Elt  at  every  step.  Even 
in  the  loving  ^ithets  he  heaped  upon  her 
name,  this  feeling  was  perceptible.  .Each 
sweet  quality  they  symbolized  was  a  link  in 
the  reasoning  of  his  unbelief. 

Mr.  Burge  understood  that  this  was  the 
case,  and  sought  to  remove  the  feeling. 

He  dwelt,  until  passion  kindled  his  words 
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into  warmth,  upon  the  beauty  of  Amy  Paul ; 
upon  her  simple  singleness  and  gentleness  of 
nature ;  upon  the  admiration  with  which 
from  the  very  first  hour  he  had  viewed*  her ; 
upon  the  love  that  had  grown  up  within  his 
heart,  until  it  had  met  with  a  response,  and 
become  the  crown  of  his  fiiture  days. 

His  words  convinced  Mr.  Elt  that  Amy 
Paul  had  found,  at  all  events,  a  lover ;  and 
when  he  to  no  unwilling  hearer  dwelt  in 
return  upon  her  beauty  and  goodness,  of 
which  he  allotted  to  her  no  small  share, 
Mr.  Burge  did  not  accuse  his  affection  of 
exaggeration.  Nor,  though  his  words  were 
fluent,  as  if  they  were  a  story  learnt  by  heart, 
did  Mr.  Burge  accuse  him  for  an  instant  of 
uttering  unmeant  phrases. 

A  ready  acquiescence  shortens  a  tale ;  and 
so  Mr.  Elt,  who  could  have  dwelt  for  ever 
upon  his  Iheitae,  seeing  how  much  of  his 
mind  was  Mr.  Burge,  passed  again  to  the 
examination,  by  repeated  queries,  of  the  lat- 
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ter's  purposes  and  projects.  These  were  suffi- 
ciently lavish  of  goodly  prospects  and  pleasing 
hopes  to  satisfy  even  Mr.  Elt  himself. 

Yet  the  night  was  worn  late  before  he 
stayed  from  his  exhortations  and  the  expres- 
sion of  his  desires  on  Amy's  behalf,  and 
before  Mr.  Burge,  bountiful  in  his  promises 
and  pledges,  left  him. 

Thus  the  evening,  in  pleasing,  and  he 
thought  not  unprofitable,  occupation,  had 
passed  over  with  Mr.  Burge.  Not  sorry 
that  he  was  absent,  nor  that  her  uncle  retired 
early  to  his  study,  Barbara  Paul  was  glad  to 
sit  down  by  Amy,  alone  and  undisturbed ; 
anxious  to  speak  with  her,  and,  if  need  were, 
by  reiterated  questions  to  find  why  she  suf- 
fered sadness  to  abide  with  her  so  constantly. 

Not  satisfied  nor  able  to  free  herself  from 
distressing  doubts,  she  besought  Amy  to  teU 
•  her,  with  all  sincerity  and  truth,  wliy  she  had 
so  easily  changed  her  mind,  and  whether  it 
was  indeed  of  her  own  unbiassed  will  that 
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she  accepted  Mr.  Burge?    She  should  be 
careftil  that  in  doing  so  she  was  laying  no 
foundation  for  future  unhappiness,  and  she 
should  remember  that  the  step  she  was  about  * 
to  take  was  final  and  irrevocable. 

StiU  to  all  her  questions,  apart  from  fond 
professions,  and  whispered  beseechings  not 
to  puzzle  a  poor  wayward  brain,  and  inconclu- 
sive murmurings^  whose  burden  of  love  alone 
was  audible,  Amy  persisted  in  returning  the 
one  answer : 

"  That  she  did  indeed  consent.  That  she 
was  indeed  willing  to  go  with  Mr.  Burge. 
That  she  knew  it  might  appear  strange,  but 
that  she  had  her  own  reasons." 

"  And  will  you  not  trust  me  with  your 
reasons.  Amy  ?  Or  will  you  assure  me  that 
amongst  them  enters  even  one  good  and 
loving  one.  Dear  Amy,  think  of  giving 
yourself  away  for  ever  where  you  do  not  love." 

These  persuasions  merely  caused  Amy 
to  turn  away  her  eyes,  filling  fast  with. 
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tears ;  and  Barbara,  though  more  and  more 
perplexed,  was  forced  to  be  silent. 

As  soon  as  that  sad  face  could  again 
meet  her  look,  she  resumed  her  persuasions, 
and  again  from  the  same  cause  had  to  give 
them  over. 

"  Surely,  Amy,"  she  said,  having  fidled 
in  all  other  efforts,  and  turning  as  a  last 
resource  to  that  which  she  considered 
hardest  of  all,  because  it  shut  out.  all  hope 
and  chance  of  relief,  "  at  least  you  do  not 
consent  to  gratify  Mr.  Burge's  impatience — 
You  do  not  share  in  his  urgent  desire  to 
leave  us  so  very  soon." 

"  Ah,  Barbara !"  was  the  reply,  "  if  I 
must  leave,  better  that  I  should  leave  at 
once." 

Barbara  parted  the  fair  bright  locks 
fropi  her  sister's  forehead  as  she  ceased  to 
speak,  and  lifting  her  face  up  with  her 
hands,  looked  into  it  with  a  sorrowful  in- 
quiry. 
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"  Amy,"  she  said,  in  a  reproachful  tone, 
**you  are  changed.  You  have  grown 
wearied  of  Glenwood.  You  have  grown 
tired  of  your  sister,  too." 

Amy,  for  answer,  did  but  twine  her  arms 
round  Barbara's  neck,  and  let  her  fluttering 
heart  beat  wildly  as  it  would  against  the 
bosom  she  loved  best  of  all  on  earth. 

"  O  Amy  !"  urged  Barbara,  struck  with 
her  fond,  helpless  manner,  "once  before, 
and  not  long  since,  you  said  that  I  should 
be  your  support  in  all  sorrow  that  ever 
visited  you.  Have  you  forgotten  what  you 
then  said?  Will  you  not  tell  me.  Amy, 
what  is  there  in  all  this  that  so  affiicts 
you  ?" 

"  Dear  Barbara,"  she  replied,  "  life  is  but 
one  long  fighting  with  fear.  Do  you  ask 
me,  why  I  am  sad  when  time  has  but 
realized  my  dread." 

"  How  has  it  brought  td  you  anything 
you  fear  or  dislike.  Amy  ?" 
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"  Ah,  Barbara !  what  a  foolish  question. 
Have  you  never  read  of  islands  never  seen 
before,  springing  up  freshly  from  the  bosom 
of  the  sea,  to  which  the  wind  bears  flowers 
and  weeds  from  some  pre-existing  land? 
So,  Barbara,  does  time  bear  from  the  past 
to  our  new  life,  our  joys  and  sorrows.  Can 
we  say  aught  or  prevent  it,  if  it  have  the 
sere  weeds  of  grief  in  store  for  us 
only?" 

"  Then  tell  me  what  is  this  grief,"  said 
Barbara ;  "  and  what  mystery  is  this  which 
you  have  sounded  unknown  to  me.  How,  if 
not  of  the  present,  hafr  it  reached  you,  and 
yet  has  not  afl^ected  me  ?" 

"  You,  Barbara,"  uttered  Amy,  shuddering 
even  as  she  spoke.  '^Oh!  it  must  not, 
it  will  not,  reach  you.  Your  life  will  be  a 
happy  one,  and  your  happiness  shall  be  a 
great  joy  to  me.  Forgive  me,  if  I  am  over 
sad.  My  grief,  my  greatest  grief  is  that 
I  must  leave  you.     My  recompense  and 
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my  joy,  that  you  will  be  happy  as  you 
deserve." 

"  Amy,  if  you  do  not  speak  in  riddles, 
if  you  do  not  hide  something  from  me  which 
I  do  not,  and  cannot  understand,  do  not  grieve 
so  much  that  we  have  to  part  for  a  season. 
It  is  no  cause  for  excess  of  sadness." 

"  And'  yet  to  part,"  was  the  reply,  "  will 
always  awake  regrets  and  sorrowftil  feelings, 
and  (if  you  had  Amy's  poor  wisdom  and 
she  is  sad  enough  to  be  wise,)  indistinct 
fears.  It  is  a  setting  forth  into  the  un- 
known future;  to  endure  all  perils,  and 
dangers,  and  trials ;  to  bear  with  all  pains, 
and  maladies,  and  calamities ;  alone,  parted 
from  those  whose  sorrows  and  joys  it  has 
been  our  lot  hitherto  to  share." 

Barbara  thought  for  a  moment  that  all 
Amy's  sadness  might  have  sprung  from 
this  idea,  impressing  itself  variously  upon 
her  sensitive  mind. 

"I  hid  myself  to-day,"    she  resumed; 
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"hid  myself  even  from  you.  All  alone  I 
wandered  up  through  the  wood,  where  the 
trees  stand  cold  and  bare,  past  the  little 
cascade  that  has  been  chilled  into  forget- 
ftdness  of  its  glad,  bounding  leap,  until  I 
came,  still  all  alone,  to  my  tiny  lake.  .Dear 
Barbara,  the  thought  of  our  separation  swayed 
my  mind.  You  cannot  think  how,  as  I 
stood  and  listened,  the  low  waves  told  in 
murmurs  of  our  parting,  and  seemed  to 
teU  of  some  one  severing  us  two.  ^  You 
cannot  think  how  the  wind  as  it  roamed 
past  me,  syllabled  its  voice,  and  went  away 
with  a  strange  whisper  of  distant  lands 
upon  it.*' 

Barbara  felt  how  she  trembled,  and  re- 
fused to  hear  her  say  more.  With  a  kiss 
she  checked  any  further  utterance  of  these 
mournful  fancies,  for  she  could  not  endure 
to  see  how  they  impressed  her  countenance 
as  she  told  them  over.  Rather,  she  sought 
to  soothe  her  into  quietness,  and  to  win 
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her  into  a  moment's  forgetftdness.  Brfore 
the  time  for  rest  came,  she  bdieved  she 
had  in  some  measiire  succeeded.  She  did 
not  know  that  Amy's  mood  only  feigned 
relief,  and  that  her  throbbing  thoughts 
would,  through  the  greater  part  of  this 
second  long,  slow-passing  night,  deny  all 
rest  to  her  restless  heart. 
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CHAPTER  IL 


Barbara  is  moved  to  interpose  between  Amy  and 
Mr.  Burge;  the  result  of  which  interposition  is 
herein  stated. 

When  Mr.  Elt  rose  on  the  morning  • 
following  the  visit  of  Mr.  Burge,  with 
dazed  and  confused  head,  it  was  but  the 
natand  consequence  of  going  to  bed  with 
a  troubled  mind.  In  vain,  throughout 
the  night  Sleep  came  and  closed  his  eyes, 
and  breathed  with  narcotic  breath  upon  the 
workings  of  his  brain ;  uneasy  Thought 
pushed  her  aside  rudely,  and  smote  him 
into  startled  wakefulness.    If  again  pacify* 
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ing  his  apprehensions  as  he  best  could, 
and  dulling  himself  with  wearisome  repe- 
titions of  somniferous  words  and  numbers, 
he  fell  off  into  unquiet  slumber,  it  was 
only  to  be  roused  again  in  the  same  way. 
At  first  he  imagined  that  it  was  the  effect 
of  his  over-worked  faculty  of  invention, 
and  felt  himself  rather  a  martyr  to  his 
zeal  for  science,  and  by  his  sufferings  im- 
measurably lifted  above  the  unworthy  criti- 
cisms of  Mr.  Trouton.  Wondering,  with 
a  kind  of  sleepy  admiration,  why  previous 
days  of  intense  study  had  not  similarly 
affected  him,  he  all  at  once  comprehended 
what  it  was  which  weighed  upon  him  so 
distressingly.  Finding  from  that  moment 
that  all  mesmeric  devices  were  completely 
vain  and  futile,  he  settled  himself  to  lie  in 
wakefiil  reflection,  and  wait  for  the  tardy 
approach  of  morning. 

He  was  half  inclined,  while  Mrs.  Trouton 
laid  his  breakfast-table,  to  take  her  opinion 
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upon  the  matter.  It  would  be  some  comfort 
to  have  another  (and  he  gave  Mrs.  Trouton 
credit  for  due  str^gth  of  mind)  sharing 
in  his  unbelief;  for  he  had  brought  him- 
self to  regard  this  marriage  of  which  he 
had  been  told  as  quite  unnatural^  and 
therefore  incredible.  The  dread  of  belief 
tends  to  make  pleasing  the  averment  of 
disbelief ;  but  yet  Mr.  Elt  considered  it 
better  to  put  some  restraint  upon  his  in- 
clination, lest  it  should  turn  out,  as  he 
trusted  it  would,  that  the  matter  was  far 
from  being  finally  arranged. 

Anxiety  is  a  bad  whetter  of  the  appetite, 
and  therefore  Mr.  Elt's  half-finished  break- 
fast might  be  esteemed  a  mark  and  proof 
of  his  troubled  state  of  miod.  It  was 
his  custom,  invariably  after  his  morning 
meal,  to  read  his  newspaper,  which  came 
to  him  regularly  all  the  way  from  London 
(a  fact  which  Mr.  Trouton  considered  as 
surprising  as  any  on  record) ;  but  on  this 
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^  morning,  though  he  sat  down  by  his 
cheerful  Ifire  and  slowly  opened  the  lux^ 
uriously  voluminous  mass  of  print,  his  eye 
glanced  on  it  merely,  for  his  mind,  borne 
away  by  distracting  ruminations,  took  little 
cognizance  of  that  which  he  read.  He 
was  too  conscientious  to  slur  over  even 
his  pleasant  duties  so,  and  he  therefore 
folded  up  the  paper,  and  beg^n  with  sedulous 
attention  to  watch  the  blaze. 

"  Can  it  be  true  was  the  burden  of 
his  ponderings.  "My  dear  —  my  sweet 
Amy." 

All  at  once  he  started  up,  and  ringing 
the  bell,  ordered  his  strong  shoes.  It  was 
raining,  but  he  determined  to  go  up  to 
Glenwood,  and  ascertain  the  truth. 

"  And,  dear  me !"  he  added,  "  it  is  quite 
an  age  since  I  have  seen  them." 

On  the  road,  he  met  Mr.  Andrews, 
wrapped  in  his  great  coat,  and  out  on 
some  purpose  of  parochial  duty. 
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Again  the  strong  desire  came  on  Mr. 
filt  to  ^eak  of  the  sul^ct  which  filled 
his  mind  almost  to  oversowing.  Agam 
his  belief  becoming  every  moment  strongs 
that  it  could  not  be  all  finally  settled,  con- 
strained him  to  silence. 

Mr.  Andrews  supposed  that  he  was  mak- 
ing his  way  up  to  Glenwood. 

"  Miss  Paul,"  he  said,  "  was  speaking  to 
me  some  few  days  past,  to  know  what 
arrangements  could  best  be  made  for  bestow- 
ing something  at  tiie  coming  season  upon 
our  poor.  You  may  tell  her  that  I  have 
been  thinking  upon  the  subject,  and  would 
be  glad  that  she  would  take  you  into  h^ 
council,  that  we  might  all  confix  upon  the 
matter  together." 

Mr.  Elt  said  he  would  do  so,  though 
he  thcmght  that  very  different  matters  might 
occupy  Barbara's  mind 

"  I  much  like,"  he  observed,  "  to  see 
these  festive  seasons  marked  by  attention 
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to  the  wants  of  the  poor  and  needy.  If 
for  no  other  reason,  for  this  selfish  one  at 
least,  that  it  shows  that  Peace  shelters  her- 
self within  the  homes  of  the  gift-bestowers." 

"  Your  inference  is  not  incorrect,"  said 
Mr.  Andrews,  Trouble  or  grief  fixes 
all  our  thoughts  upon  ourselves,  nor  can 
we  find  fault  when  either  does  so.  We  of 
Lisnadill  may  all  pray  a  happy  Christmas 
for  our  fi-iends  at  Glenwood.  With  all 
sincerity  we  may  ask  it  for  those  than  whom 
none  deserve  it  better." 

"None — none  in  the  world,"  said  Mr. 
£lt.  But  the  rain  beginning  to  fall  more 
heavily,  compelled  them  to  separate,  and 
Mr.  Elt  hurried  on  to  Glenwood. 

He  found  Barbara  sitting  alone  in  the 
drawing-room.  Though  glad  to  see  him 
as  ever,  he  thought — ^for  his  perception  was 
quickened  by  what  he  had  heard — that  she 
looked  pale,  and  that  her  greeting  was  some- 
what confused. 
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"Where  is  Amy?"  he  asked,  glancing 
round. 

Amy  had  ever  been  the  first  to  spring 
to  his  side  to  welcome  him ;  and  he  missed 
her. 

"  She  will  be  here  in  a  moment,"  replied 
Barbara.  "  She  left  the  room  almost  as  you 
entered." 

"Can  this  that  I  have  been  told  be 
true  ?"  inquired  Mr.  Elt  anxiously.  "  Is  it 
true,  Barbara — " 

"  That  Amy  is  about  to  be  married  and 
to  leave  us,"  said  Barbara,  seeing  that  he 
paused.    "  It  is  even  so." 

"Even  sol"  exclaimed  Mr.  Elt.  "It 
seems  strange.  Is  it  not  very  sudden  ? 
When  I  heard  of  it  last  night,  I  hardly 
believed  it." 

"  Mr.  Burge  has  been  here  this  his  last 
visit  nearly  three  months.  Plenty  of  time 
to  fall  in  love  during  that  period.  Plenty 
of  time  to  bring  about  a  marriage." 
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''Barbara  I"  said  Mr.  Elt»  noticing  her 
strange  manner. 

''  Oh,  dear  Mr.  Elt !"  she  cried,  seeing 
that  he  did  so,  and  changing  all  at  once, 
''  Oh,  dear  Mr.  Elt,  it  is  strange.  It  seems 
to  me  as  if  I  had  lived  for  the  last  three 
days  in  a  dream.  I  am  not  sure  that  I 
have  wakened  from  it  yet.  I  cannot  collect 
my  thoughts.    I  know  not  what  I  do." 

"  Then  you  do  not  approve  of  the  mar- 
riage?" said  Mr.  Elt.  "But  how  could 
you?  It  appeared  to  me,  when  I  heard  of 
it,  incomprehensible.  Barbara,  can  you  ex- 
plain to  me  why  it  has  taken  place  ?'' 

"I  cannot  explain  it  to  myself,"  replied 
Miss  Paul.  "  I  knew,  I  had  long  suspected, 
that  Mr.  Burge  admired  Amy.  There  was 
nothing  in  his  doing  so  wonderful  or  strange ; 
for  Amy  has  much  loveliness.  I  did  not, 
however,  expect  that  he  woldd  propose  for 
her ;  I  thought  it  a  mere  transient  adminu 
tion,  which  he  himself  knew  his  absence 
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would  remove.  But^  dear  Mr.  Elt,  I  did 
not  think  that  my  uncle  would  have  gone 
very  far  to  recommend  and  favour  him; 
and  least  of  all  did  I  think,  could  I  imagine, 
that  Amy  would  not  only  consent,  but  even 
appear  anxious  that  her  departure  should  be 
as  early  as  possible." 

And  did  Amy  wilHngly  consent  ?"  asked 
Mr.  Elt 

She  says  Mr.  Surge  has  her  consent, 
but  says  it  in  the  strangest  way  possible. 
You  cannot  think  in  what  a  dream  I  seem 
to  have  lived,  so  confused,  so  disturbed  is 
everything^    But  hush — here's  Amy.** 

Mr.  Elt  rose  to  receive  her,  and  as  she 
entered  the  room,  advanced  to  meet  her. 
She  hurried  to  him  with  a  quick  step,  and 
she  was  at  his  side  before  he  could  see 
more  than  that  her  face  was  very,  very  pale. 

Through  all  the  rain,  dear  Father 
Jeremy,"  she  cried,  ''that  has  kept  us  so 
selfishly  in  the  house.     Adding  to  Mrs. 
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Trouton's  cares,  oh  to  what  an  inconceivable 
degree !" 

"  Up  through  all  the  rain,"  said  Mr.  Elt, 
"  to  see  my  truant  Amy.  Up  to  hear  if  all 
the  strange  rumours  I  have  heard  are  true 
indeed." 

"  Rumours,"  she  returned,  "  that  Amy,  of 
whom  you  never  dreamt  such  a  vagary,  has 
taken  it  into  her  head  to  be  at  once  and 
for  all  a  most  sober  matron.  A  matron 
before  her  staid  sister,  Barbara,  she  persists 
to  be.  The  rumour  is  true,  dear  Father 
Jeremy — ^however  it  reached  your  ear,  it  is 
true." 

"  True,  Amy,"  repeated  Mr.  Elt.  "  But 
where,  love,  is  the  blush  on  your  cheek  ?  or 
where  is  the  gladness  with  which  I  should 
hear,  or  you  should  tell,  of  the  happy  mar- 
riage of  Father  Jeremy's  dear  child  ?  Is  this 
alliance  your  heart's  choice,  Amy  ?  What 
silent  influences,  what  persuasions,  have  won 
your  consent  ?" 
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^  She  faltered  before  his  questions,  but 
with  the  effort  at  gaiety  that  she  had  as 
yet  maintained  before  him,  answered  this  once. 

"  You  know  not,"  she  said,  "  to  what 
tales  of  sunny  homes  in  sunny  climes  I  have 
been  listening  of  late.  You  know  not  the 
longing  that  has  seized  me  leaving  this  vine- 
less  land  to  dwell  where  the  grapes  purple 
in  the  sun  :  to  leave  the  country  of  fogs  and 
mists  for  unclouded  skies,  and  clear,  sparkling 
air.  Oh !  I  have  promises  made  me  and 
expectations  formed  which,  realised,  will  lead 
me  through  a  life  of  sunny  hours." 

"  And  is  this  all.  Amy?"  returned  Mr.  Elt. 
"  And  do  you  pretend  not  to  know  that  the 
heart  bears  with  it  and  is  illumined  by  its 
own  sunshine  only.  A  cloud  upon  the 
hapless  heart,  Amy,  and  what  are  the  painted 
earth  and  gilded  sky  ?" 

"  Does  apprehension,  created  by  affection, 
make  you  poetical,  dear  Father  Jeremy  ?  But 
listen — "and  again  with  the  same  too  ap- 
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parent  effort  she  was  about  to  speak  in  gay, 
light  tones,  when  all  at  once  she  stopper) 
short. 

"  Amy,  love,"  said  Mr.  Elt,  taking  her 
hand,  "  I  see  you  merely  mock  me,  and 
you  ought  not  to  mock  Father  Jeremy.  Ah ! 
darling,  this  cold  hand,  and  this  pale,  white 
cheek,  and  your  simulating,  trembling  tongue 
are  not  what  should  accompany  such  words 
and  tidings." 

"  Dear  Father  Jeremy — "  she  began  again, 
with  the  fidntest  effort  at  a  smile  that  grief 
ever  made  weak  and  sickly. 

"  Father  Jeremy,  indeed,  and  dear  Father 
Jeremy,  too.  Ah !  Amy,  my  dear  child,  my 
sweet  girl — " 

"  Kty,  pity,  dear  Father  Jeremy !"  she 
exclaimed,  all  her  firmness  giving  way. 

"  Amy,  do  your  heart  no  wrong." 

"  No  more,"  she  murmured,  "  oh !  no 
more  remonstrances.  I  know  how  much 
you  love  me.    I  know — " 
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She  stopped,  for  her  sobbing  voice  denied 
her  further  uttmnoe.  Barbara,  who  had 
watched  this  interview  with  silent  hope,  was 
by  her  side  in  a  moment.  To  her  Amy 
murmured  her  beseeching  request  to  be  left 
alone;  to  tell  dear  Father  Jeremy  he  would 
but  break  her  heart  by  further  words. 

Mr.  Elt  stooped  down  and  kissed  her  fore- 
head. He  lingered  by  her  side  for  a  few 
moments,  silently  beholding  her.  Then, 
making  a  sign  to  Barbara  to  follow  him, 
he  left  the  room. 

"  Barbara,"  he  said,  when  they  were 
alone  together,  "  you  see  that  this  is  a 
mere  mockery  of  love.  There  is  some 
mystery  and  wrong  here  which  we  must 
unravel." 

Barbara  listened  with  silent  attention  as 
he  conjured  her  not  to  aDow  this  marriage 
to  take  place.  It  would  be  to  sacrifice  Amy 
and  her  happiness ;  such  was  only  too  plain. 
If  she  used  her  efforts  to  discover  what 
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influence  had  been  at  work  to  win  Amy's 
consent,  he  would  assist  her ;  and  it  would 
go  hard  if,  between  them  both,  they  did 
not  lay  the  whole  matter  bare.  He  would 
mention  all  the  circumstances  to  Mr.  Andrews, 
he  suggested. 

But  Barbara  prayed  of  him  not ;  at  least 
not  for  a  time.  She  promised  to  be  watchful 
and  diligent ;  and  with  a  silent  pressure  of 
his  hand  took  leave  of  him. 

"  It  is  very  strange,  and  very  sad,"  mur- 
miu-ed  Mr.  Elt  to  himself,  as  he  wended  his 
way  homewards.  "  And  it's  getting  so  near 
Christmas,  too.'' 

However  obscured  had  been  Barbara's 
perception  before,  watching  that  interview 
between  Amy  and  her  old  friend,  she  saw 
with  all  clearness  that  Amy's  assent  was 
a  counterfeit  and  delusion.  She  became 
assured  that  some  fraud  had  been  practised 
towards  her,  and  she  felt  that  Simon  Surge 
was  one  who  would  allow  no  scruples  to 
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interfere  vdth  any  object  that  be  desired. 
Her  d^mnination  was  formed  on  the  mo- 
ment.  Parting  firom  Mr.  Elt,  ^e  did  not 
return  to  Amy,  but  (in  pursuance  of  her 
resolution)  went  in  search  of  Mr.  Burge. 
When  she  found  him»  she  asked,  him  to 
accompany  her,  and  led  him  (puzzled  some- 
what) into  the  room  where  she  had  left  Amy, 
and  where  the  latter  still  remained. 

She  was  sitting  as  Mr.  Elt  had  quitted 
her,  save  that  her  tears  had  ceased,  and 
yet  her  eyes  though  they  wept  not,  had  in 
them  a  deeper  shadow  of  grief.  She  looked  up, 
and  seeing  who  entered  the  room,  bent  down 
in  a  posture  of  weary  sorrow.  Her  paleness, 
the  tokens  of  grief  visible  on  her  face,  her 
dgected  attituck,  all  smote  on  her  sister's 
heart. 

Laying  her  hamd  on  Mr.  Surge's  arm, 
Barbara  drew  him  near  to  Amy. 

"  She,"  she  said,  in  a  voice  of  suppressed 
emotion,  "  see  her  whom  you  have  persuaded 
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to  be  your  bride.  Nay,,  move  not,  Amy, — " 
for  Amy  tried  to  rise  jfrom  before  her. 
"  Child,  girl,  dear  Amy,  stay  that  he  may 
look  upon  you." 

She  stood  pointing  with  outstretched 
hand  to  the  trembling  figure  before  her. 

"See,"  she  continued,  "and  if  you  find 
one  glimpse  of  gladness  in  that  pale  face, 
if  you  find  one  sign  of  peace  or  pleasure 
in  that  shrinking  form,  then  shall  I  believe 
that  you  lead  a  bride  and  not  a  sacrifice  to 
the  altar." 

Simon  Surge  tried  to  smile,  but  his 
brow  gathered,  spite  of  himself,  into  a 
fi*own. 

"  Miss  Paul,"  he  said,  "  you  frighten  your 
sister.  There  is  no  need  for  this  excess  of 
vehemence." 

"There  is,"  she  returned,  "even  as 
there  is  in  her  an  excess  of  trembling 
fear." 

"Oh,  Barbara!"  murmured  Amy  with 
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a  gesture  that  sought  to  stay  her  further 
words. 

"  We  have  not  lived  together,  Amy,  as 
we  have  done,"  said  Miss  Paul,  "  that  I 
should  desert  you  thus.  My  love  for  you. 
Amy,  is  not  a  mere  simulation,  that  grief 
upon  your  face  should  be  but  a  shadow 
upon  mine.  If  you  have  any  sorrow,  told 
you  of  late  and  unknown  to  me,  I  will — 
Mr.  Burge,  I  must  Share  it.  If  this 
marriage  be  your  only  cause  of  grief,  then, 
here  let  it  end — here  let  it  be  broken  off. 
Even  to  you,  Mr.  Burge,  I  turn.  I  ask  you, 
if  seeing  all  you  now  have  seen,  you  persist 
in  wishing  for  this  alliance  ?  Would  you 
take  home  a  bride  who  would  answer  your 
embrace  with  a  shudder,  and  your  look  of 
love  with  that  pale  brow?  I  would  that 
you  would  think  more  wisely,  even  for  your 
own  happiness." 

"  If  I  meditated  wrong,"  replied  Simon 
Burge,  slowly  and  coldly,  "I  might  have 
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left  me  still  conscience  enough  to  ykld  to 
your  request,  Miss  Paul.  But  I  do  not 
so.  Amy's  agitation;  her  pain  at  leaving 
you  and  Glenwood;  all  this  trembling  at 
venturing  upon  a  new  and  unknown  Ufe, 
time  win  soon  cure.  Change  of  scene 
will  banish  this  uneasiness.  I  will  answer, 
too,  for  her  future  happiness.  Miss  Paul, 
you  have  yourself  a  lover.  I  tell  you 
plainly,  but  not  the  less  sincerely  because 
I  speak  cabnly,  that  his  love  would  appear 
faint  and  small  before  that  whidi  I  bear 
your  sister.  Think  you  that  he  would 
desert  you  for  an  unthinking  prayer?  and 
if  he  would  not  do  so,  think  only  what  you 
ask  of  me,  and  my  perhaps  weaker  reso- 
lution." 

"  My  prayer,"  said  Barbara  Paul,  "  is  not 
an  unthinking  one.  I  have  not  sat  by 
Amy's  side  and  tried  in  vjun  to  stay  her 
tears,  for  nothing.  I  have  not  watched 
her  utter  misery  for  these  last  few  days 
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since  she  tdd  me  that  she  had  accepted  of 
your  suit,  and  I  have  not  known  her 
dislike  to  that  suit  previously,  for  nothing. 
I  have  not,  too-— and  see,  I  also  speak 
ealmly  —  been  haunted  by  suspicions,  that 
now,  when  you  seem  to  me  to  have  exercised 
some  strange  influence,  my  prayer  should 
be  aB  unthinking.  And  know,  for  I  know, 
that  if  your  love  were  true  and  sincere,  it 
would  first  and  above  all  be  unsdlfish. 
Am/s  happiness  is  to  you,  deceive  yourself 
as  you  will,  merdly  part  and  parcel  of  your 
own.  As  such  only  you  care  for  it.  Mr. 
Burge,  I  warn  you,  I  will  not  stand  by  and 
without  an  effort  see  her  consigned  to  misery.** 
"  As  ta  that,*'  he  returned  with  the  same 
unmoved  and  assured  manner,  "no  person 
is  so  foolish  as  having  a  choice  to  choose 
tfieir  own  misery.  Miss  Paul,  all  this  that 
we  have  been  saying  is  quite  beside  the 
matter.  Ask  Amy,  ask  her  here  and  now, 
whether  or  not  she  comes  with  me  and  of 
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her  own  will.  If  she  says  that  she  does 
not  choose  these  nuptials,  who  will  urge 
her  ?    Let  her  speak." 

So  appealed  to,  Amy  lifted  her  eyes  for 
an  instant  to  his.  Then  turning  to  Barbara, 
she  whispered : 

"  Oh,  Barbara,  say  nothing  more.  I  told 
you  that  I  gave  Mr.  Burge  my  promise." 

"Is  not  that  enough?"  he  said,  with 
an  exulting  look. 

And  is  this  all  the  confidence  I  can  win 
from  you,  Amy  ?"  said  Barbara  Paul  in  a 
tone  of  some  vexation.  "Is  this  all  the 
trust  that  is  to  exist  between  us?  But  it 
will  not  do,  Mr.  Burge.  Amy,  our  words 
may  hide  and  deny  our  thoughts,  but  you 
are  not  skilled  enough  in  dissimulation. 
The  very  paleness  of  the  lips  that  utter 
your  professions,  denies  them  truth.  Dearest 
Amy,  as  you  love  me,  by  all  the  love  that 
has  ever  existed  between  us,  speak  truly 
and  unreservedly." 
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Nay,  this  is  worse  than  folly,"  said  Mr. 
Burge  with  some  harshness. 

His  tone  grated  on  Amy's  ear  like  a 
threat,  and  she  hesitated.  Between  her  fear 
for  her  sister's  happiness,  wliich  she  too 
snrdy  believed  would  run  hazard  from  the 
truth,  and  her  dislike  of  Mr.  Burge,  there 
was  a  struggle  in  her  mind  for  a  few  moments. 
But  it  did  not  endure  long ;  for  weak  was 
her  share  of  selfishness  compared  with  the 
love  that  filled  her  heart. 

"  Dear  sister,"  she  said,  "  as  I  have  ever 
loved  you,  so  do  I  love  you  now.  Believe 
me,  that  I  consent.  I  consent,  I  do,  indeed, 
consent." 

"Hear  her  words,"  cried  Simon  Burge 
triumphantly,  and  as  he  spoke  he  ap- 
proached and  essayed  to  take  her  hand  in 
his  dasp. 

'  She  drew  back  with  a  shrinking  in  her 
look.  Barbara  perceived  the  gesture  and 
her  look  of  repulse. 
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''Must  I  believe  you  then,  Amy^''  she 
said,  "and  yet  see  you  look  so  upon  your 
future  husband)  and  shrink  away  from  his 
touch  ?  Hiere  is  mystery  in  all  this  which 
but  bewilders  me.  Yet,  Mr.  But^,  mystery 
though  it  be,  Amy  shall  not  leave  this,  until 
it  is  deared  up.  Her  happiness  is  as  dear  to 
me  as  it  is  to  you,  aud  until  i  am  satisfied, 
she  must  not,  shall  not  leave  this." 

Mr.  Bulge  turned  to  her  with  an  angry 
look  he  could  not  restrain. 

Your  satis&ctian,''  he  said,  "  must  come 
soon;  for  before  a  month  has  passed  Amy 
and  I  will  have  left  this  together/' 

"  £ven  your  urgency  bespeaks  something 
that  would  not  bear  dday/'  replied  Miss 
Paul,  meeting  his  gase  steadily*  ^*Amy> 
listen  to  me  once  nuire.  Cast  aside  this 
want  of  frankness,  this  reservation  so  unusual 
and  unnatural  to  you.  Strive  to  understand 
me.  You  know  how  much  you  disliked 
Mr.  Burge;  not  with  a  capridoos  dislike, 


Digitized  by  Google 


AMY  PAUL. 


57 


but  witii  an  aversion  to .  his  presence  from 
the  very  first  day  you  saw  him/' 

Mr«  Burge  essayed  to  interfere. 

"Nay,*^  continued  Barbara,  "I  will  have 
my  wili  this  once ;  and  if  I  speak  strangely, 
time  will  wear  away  the  impression  as  readily 
as  others  that  seem  to  have  been  as  ground- 
less. Even  now  she  remembers  the  shudder 
with  which  she  first  greeted  your  coming. 
Think  you,  Amy,  it  was  of  no  import,  and 
was  not  rather  a  warning  to  avoid  one  who 
has  aheady  wrought  us  both  much  misery  ? 
Call  to  mind  how  he  has  spoken  with  our 
unde,  until  he  has  made  him  wretched  and 
unhappy.  Recollect  these  things.  And  now 
bdieve  that  with  whatever  story  he  has  imposed 
upon  your  credulity ;  with  whatever  dark 
mystery,  that  must  be  kept  even  from  me 
a  mystery  and  secret,  he  has  dared  to  tamper 
with  and  pam  you;  with  whatever  intelli- 
gence he  has  gained  power  to  sway  you,  and 
make  you  yield  to  your  own  misery — ^beUeve 
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me  now,  for  in  loy  heart  I  feel  that  I  con- 
jure you  to  believe  the  truth — believe  that 
if  there  be  fraud,  if  there  be  guilt,  no  matter 
to  whom  he  imputes  it,  no  matter  how  skil- 
fufly  he  colours  his  imputation,  oh,  believe 
that  it  is  his  act,  and  doing,  and  instigation 
— his  act  and  doing  only." 

With  one  hand  she  put  back  Mr.  Surge, 
as  he  sought  to  come  betwixt  her  and  Amy, 
and  with  the  other  laid  upon  her  sister's 
shoulder,  she  impressed  upon  her  the  words 
that  she  spoke  with  an  earnestness  that 
showed  implicit  belief  in  what  she  said. 

Her  words  seemed  to  impart  to  Amy 
some  quick,  sudden  intelligence.  As  Bar- 
bara went  on,  she  had  looked  up  waveringly; 
her  gaze,  as  she  steadily  urged  her,  grew 
concentrated  and  fixed;  and  when  Barbara 
concluded,  she  rose,  and  with  a  convulsive 
cry,  as  if  her  heart  sprang  away  firom 
some  dark  thought,  threw  herself  into  her 
— ^s. 
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Her  tears  flowed  freely,  as  Barbara  pressed 
her  to  their  shelter  and  loving  protection. 

From  that  place,  and  still  clinging  to  her, 
Amy  Paul  turned  round,  and  pointbg  to 
Mr.  Burge — somewhat  disturbed  at  sight  of 
these  emotions—- exclaimed: 

"  He,  Barbara,  he ;  you  believe  it  was  he  ? 
His  act  and  doing,  you  say,  and  his  only? 
Oh,  Barbara!  listen.  Oh,  Barbara!  hear 
what  I  say." 

Beware,  Amy,  beware.  All  I  told  you 
was  true,"  cried  Simon  Burge. 

"  He,"  cried  Amy  wildly,  and  heedless  of 
his  interruption,  "he  told  me  of  my  early 
life,  for  he  knows  it  all.  He  told  me  of 
grandfather,  and  of  his  death ;  and  oh,  Bar- 
bara !  he  told  me  that  he  was  murdered ;  and 
I  thought  at  the  moment  I  saw,  as  I  have 
seen  in  dreams,  his  streaming  blood;  told 
me  that  he  was  murdered,  and  that  the 
murderer  was — oh,  Barbara!  was  ourunde — 
our  poor,  poor  unde." 
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Barbara  let  Amy  sink  on  the  couch  beside 
her. 

"And  this  was  his  secret,"  she  said. 
This,  his  lie ;  his  dark,  infunons  He.  Man,'' 
she  added,  as  she  turned  with  flashing  eye 
towards  him,  "  how  dared  you  so  to  Ue  to 
her?  How  dared  you  so  to  tamper  with 
her?" 

For  a  moment  Simon  Burge  qua^  be- 
fore her  proud  gesture  of  scorn  and  indig<* 
nant  glance.  In  another  moment  his  pas- 
sion, cold  and'miel  as  a  tiger's  fang,  showed 
itself  upon  his  fece. 

"Lie,  as  you  choose  to  taimt  me  with," 
he  said,  I  am  not  what  he  is,  whose  bread 
you  have  eaten  for  these  last  happy  years 
of  your  life.  I  am  not  what  he  is,  whose 
house  has  sheltered  you,  and  whose  purse 
has  protected  you  from  all  the  ills  of  po- 
verty. I  am  not  what  he  is,  the  plunderer 
of  another's  wealth,  and  your  grandfttther's 
murderer." 
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As  he  steadfly  and  unfeJtcringly  pro- 
nounced these  words,  a  cry — a  wild  an- 
guished cry — ^burst  over  Amy's  lips,  and 
rang  through  the  room. 

Barbara  Paul  gazed  on  his  dark,  angry 
face,  mute  and  overwhelmed.  She  was 
starded  when  Mr,  Paul,  her  unde,  entered, 
alarmed  and  called  into  the  room  by  Amy's 
cry. 

Barbara  advanced  towards  him. 

"  See,"  she  cacdaimed,  "  this  man,  whom 
you  have  housed  so  long ;  see  this  false  in- 
grate  and  malignant  libeller.  Look  upon 
him,  Sir,  and  hear  him  with  your  own  ears 
accuse  you  to  us,  your  nieces,  of  no  less  a 
aime  than  murder." 

As  if  struck  with  a  hard  blow,  Mr.  Paul 
staggered  back  from  before  her. 

"  Look,"  said  Simon  Burge,  with  a  cold 
sneer  and  outstretched  finger.  "  Look  mto 
his  face,  and  tdl  me,  then,  that  I  am  a  liar." 

Barbara  did  look  into  his  face,  and  for  a 


Digitized  by 


62 


AMY  PAUL. 


moment  of  silence  watched  the  strange  work- 
ings that  darkened  it  with  terror  and  an- 
guish. In  another  moment  she  was  kneeling 
down  before  him,  scarce  conscious  of  what 
she  did. 

"  Oh !  say  that  this  is  not  true,"  she  cried. 
"Turn  upon  this  man,  and  brand  him  as 
he  deserves.  Oh!  in  pity,  in  mercy,  in 
truth,  say  that  this  accusation  is  false  as  it  is 
foul." 

Amy  had  risen,  and  dose  to  his  side 
peered  with  strange,  straining  eyes  into  his 
face.  When  he  covered  his  quivering 
features  with  his  hands — and  indeed  they 
were  painful  to  look  upon  ;  when  he  lowered 
his  head  upon  his  breast,  and,  though  Simon 
Burge  stood  and  still  pointed  to  him,  vouch- 
safed no  word  in  reply — ^then  Barbara  Paul 
with  a  sickness  of  heart,  and  through  the 
quick  impression  of  all  past  thoughts,  felt 
that  this  accusation  was  true,  and  turned 
round  to  seek  her  sister.    But  Amy,  too, 
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had  read  of  its  truth,  and  more  weak  but 
happier  than  Barbara  had  sunk  insensible  to 
the  ground. 

"  Go  !"  said  Barbara  to  Simon  Burge, 
who  even  then  regretting  his  hasty  passion 
and  unrestrained  words,  stood  fixed  as  it 
were  to  the  spot. 

He  paused  an  instant,  and  made  an  effort 
to  speak ;  but  with  an  impatient  gesture  he 
dared  not  resist  she  waved  him  fi-om  the 
room. 

Mr.  Paul  continued  in  the  same  attitude, 
and  Barbara^  did  not  address  him,  or  in  any 
way  notice  him.  She  rung  the  bell,  and 
summoning  her  and  Amy's  attendant,  had 
the  latter  borne  still  senseless  to  her  own 
room. 

She  sent  for  the  doctor  who  presided  over 
the  village  dispensary,  and  waited  by  his  side 
until  he  told  her  that  he  did  not  think  that 
anything  beyond  a  deep  faint  was  the  matter 
with  her  sister.    She  then  sat  down  and 
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.wrote  a  note  to  Mr.  Elt,  saying  tiiat  she 
would  be  glad  to  see  him. 

And  Barbara  Paul,  though  she  did  aD  this 
with  that  quietness  which  strong  necessity 
compels,  knew  that  what  she  had  heard  went 
far  to  peril  her  happiness  for  life. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

Reveals  how  gladness  may  be  the  echo  to  grief ;  and 
bids  farewell  to  Lisnadill. 

Christmas  throughout  all  Christendom ; 
and  over  the  hearts  of  men,  as  the  chords  of 
some  stringed  instrument,  went  the  one 
mystic  hand,  and  imder  its  touch  arose  all 
varied  tones  of  gladness  or  of  grief;  but 
each,  whatever  were  its  sound,  so  linked  with 
the  same  sweet,  pervading  music  that  glad- 
ness became  at  times  a  unison  with  sorrow, 
and  grief  vibrated  .with  a  returning  who 
caught  from  joy. 
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In  a  room  that  impressed  those  who  en- 
tered it  with  an  instantaneous  feeling  of  ease 
and  quiet  and  comfort,  that  might  during 
summer  months  (unless  old  age  were  its 
occupant)  be  on  some  occasions  a  little  too 
hot  and  over  warm,  but  which,  when  the 
winds  went  past  with  a  whistle  of  bleak 
moors  and  drifting  snows,  glowed  into  a 
region  of  tropical  luxury ;  on  the  eve  of  that 
Christmas  which  would  dawn  upon  Glen- 
wood  with  so  much  of  disappointed  hope  and 
broken  expectation,  with  a  brow  ruffled  by 
no  disquiet,  disturbed  by  no  ailment  or  bodily 
affliction  causing  irritability  or  restlessness, 
but  with  all  the  happiness  of  tranquil,  do- 
mestic life  increasing  into  a  sense  and  feeling 
of  calm  delight,  there  sat  an  old  lady  en- 
gaged in  earnest  but  pleased  conversation 
with  one  whom,  though  advanced  in  years, 
she  called  not  unfrequently,  and  ever  in  a 
tone  marked  by  sincere  affection,  her  son. 
Easily,  looking  upon  her,  it  might  with  all 
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truth  be  guessed  that  her  day  had  passed  not 
idly  nor  ill,  seeing  how  satisfied  and  serene 
was  its  evening.  If  she  was  aware  that 
night,  a  season  to  dose  the  eyes  and  go  to 
rest,  might  be  approaching,  it  could  never 
be  doubted  but  that  she  regarded  it  merely 
as  a  hand  kindly  laid  upon  mortal  sight, 
that  it  might  be  strong  to  bear  the  efful- 
gence in  whidi  it  would  awaken.  Some- 
thing, without  a  single  word  uttered,  made 
one  perceive  and  know  that  the  faith  of  this 
old  lady  was  hope  dad  in  white  raiments, 
and  wearing  wings  of  brightness;  and  in 
accordance  with  such  knowledge,  whoever 
had  opportunity  would  find  that  her  piety 
(men  might  call  it  shallow)  was  simple  as 
the  flow  of  a  child's  thoughts. 

"  Henry,"  she  said,  addressing  him  to 
whom  she  had  previously  spoken,  it  is  kind 
of  yon  to  come  and  sit  here,  and  give  me  an 
opportunity  of  speaking  of  that  of  which  my 
heart  is  so  full.    Nothing  is  so  loquacious 
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as  happiness,  at  least  the  happiness  of  old 
age  like  mine/' 

"  My  dear  mother,"  was  the  reply,  "  this 
is  Christmas  Eve,  and  to-morrow  must  be  a 
holiday." 

"  Must !"  repeated  the  old  lady.  "  Surely, 
you  are  not  in  business  what  Titus  was  in 
goodness,  so  as  to  count  an  idle  day  lost. 
But  you  must  go  heart  and  soul  with  me  in 
my  feelings  of  gladness  this  Christmas.  Be 
you  ever  so  wise,  Henry,  you  must  stoop  for 
once,  and  share  in  my  joy." 

"  Indeed,  I  will  share  in  all  your  joy  and 
happiness,"  was  the  reply.  "  Yet  the  cause 
of  your  unexpected  happiness  is  one  that  I 
contemplate  with  selfish  feelings  of  turning 
^n  some  way  to  my  own  advantage." 

"  And  I  also  intend  to  turn  my  discovery 
to  much  advantage,  and  otherwise  than  like 
you,  whose  mind  is  saturated  with  the  one 
horrid  idea  of  productive  labour.  It  is  now 
twenty-four  years,  Henry,  since  I  parted  with 
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my  son,  your  younger  brother,  full  of  the 
same  life  and  high  spirits  that  had  been  his 
from  boyhood  up,  abounding  with  hope,  and 
very  happy.  It  is  not  much  less  than  that 
time  since  the  rumour  reached  me  that  the 
vessel  in  which  he  had  sailed,  long  expected 
and  long  imheard  of,  must  have  perished.  Oh ! 
what  a  season  of  painful  solicitude  was  mine, 
whilst  his  fate  remained  unknown  !  a  secret 
of  that  dread,  unwhispering  sea.  Even  less 
painful  was  the  intelligence  of  his  death, 
dreadful  as  that  death  was.  The  painful 
impression  of  his  loss  has  remained  with  me 
ever  since,  recurring,  as  such  thoughts  do, 
mostly  at  seasons  such  as  this.  The  healing 
powers  of  time  are  not  inexhaustible." 

"  And  yet  you  see,"   replied  her  son, 
time  has  sometimes  in  store  for  us  things 
better  even  than  the  soothing  lapse  of 
years  " 

"  It  has.  And  the  recovery  of  my  son's 
son,  confirmed  to  certainty  this  day,  nearly 
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obliterates  all  the  pain  I  have  ever  felt  lin- 
gering with  me.  Anxious  I  am,  you  may 
well  think  how  anxious,  to  look  upon  this 
second  Reuben  Leigh,  to  feed  my  eyes  with 
the  likeness  of  my  dear  lost  son,  recovering 
him  back  from  the  depths  of  the  sea.  How 
strange  to  us  appear  the  ways  of  Providence ! 
My  bold,  gallant  son  lost,  finding,  perhaps, 
his  destruction  in  his  very  strength,  and  his 
weak  feeble  child  preserved  in  the  midst  of 
such  perils  and  calamities.  Kindly  protected 
through  all  these  past  years,  he  returns 
now  to  make  glad  the  latter  days  of  my  life ; 
to  crown  my  Christmases  with  a  wreath  of 
brighter  green  than  ever." 

''Some  chance  there  is  also  that  one 
desire  you  have  long  bad  ungratified  may  not 
much  longer  continue  so.  You  see  I  blush 
even  to  allude  to  it." 

"  Ah,  Henry  Leigh ! "  said  the  old 
lady  ;  "  I  have  indeed  often  found  fault  with 
your  confirmed  bachelorhood.    Glad  would 
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I  have  been  to  have  had  children  of  yours 
to  lisp  round  my  knees,  and  make  me  by 
their  prattle  a  grandmother  in  more  than 
years!  Glad  would  I  have  been  to  have 
looked  upon  the  fair  countenance,  and  heard 
the  voice  of  the  wife  of  your  bosom !  Know 
that  a  child-love  fills  a  woman's  heart  for 
ever,  and  to  the  very  last.  Often  in  this 
chair  a  dream  of  children  has  visited  me, 
coming  to  look  with  their  soft  inquiring 
looks  of  love  into  my  face  ;  clustering  at  my 
feet,  and  leaning  with  their  ringleted  and 
curling  heads  against  me  in  quiet  trust ; 
leaving  their  little  hands  in  mine  with  lin- 
gering affection,  or  greeting  me  with  timid 
sweet-breathed  kiss.  Was  it  any  wonder, 
that  wakening  from  such  dream,  and  finding 
you  all  wifeless  and  childless,  I  chided  you 
for  your  want  of  taste  and  wisdom  ?" 

"  Rather  ought  you  to  have  chided  uni- 
versal womanhood  for  its  want  of  taste  and 
wisdom,"  returned  her  son. 
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"  Yet  forgive  me,  Henry  Leigh,  if  what  I 
now  say  awake  a  painful  remembrance  in  your 
breast.  Often  I  chided  you  when  I  was  fer 
from  meaning  the  words  I  spoke ;  often 
merely  with  the  desire  that  my  seeming  for- 
getfulness  might  prove  infectious,  and  bestow 
a  real  forgetfulness  on  you.  For  I  knew,  re- 
membering her  whom  you  so  well  loved, 
that  an  undying  love  lived  in  your  breast ; 
remembering  her  beauty,  her  gentle  nature, 
and  remembering  too  how  gently,  and  with 
what  loveliness  the  sleep  that  comes  from 
God,  closed  the  dear  eyes  that  looked  even 
in  that  last  moment  upon  your  face,  my 
son." 

Memory  laid  her  silent  hand  upon  the  lips 
of  both. 

"  Forgive  me,"  resumed  Mrs.  Leigh,  "  if 
I  grieve  you  by  recalling  these  things.  But 
I  saw  in  your  constancy  to  the  past  an  argu- 
ment of  your  capacity  of  loving  and  being 
happy.    I  regretted  that  all  should  be  lost." 
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"  At  any  other  time/'  replied  her  son,  "  it 
would  be  foolish  for  nae,  whose  days  pass 
with  the  speed  and  cheerfulness  of  occupa- 
tion, in  rude  collision  with  men,  and  in  all 
the  heat  and  strife  of  rivalry  and  compe- 
tition, for  me  it  would  be  foolish  to  give 
expression  to  thoughts  which  will  abide  with 
us,  and  in  silent  unwatched  hours  connect 
the  present  with  the  past.  If  I  have  never 
forgotten  that  gentle  one  of  whom  you  have 
spoken;  if  I  could  never  bear  to  let  the 
thought  of  any  other  intrude  upon  the  heart 
her  memory  filled ;  all  these  foolish  fancies — 
if  even  grey  hairs  can  render  them  foolish-^ 
will  make  me  glad  to  have  a  son  in  my 
brother's  son,  and  further  will  enable  me  to 
thank  you  with  all  joy  when  you  have  per- 
suaded him  to  bring  into  this  house  some 
fair  face  and  kindly  heart  that  may  so  far, 
and  in  good  time  may  altogether,  realise  your 
dream." 

"  If  he  be  like  his  father,"  said  Mrs.  Leigh, 
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I  shall  have  no  difficulty  in  obtaining  him 
a  good  wife.  Before  this  time  next  year 
matters  may  be  in  progress.  I  will,  I  can 
assure  you,  do  my  best." 

"  What  thanks,"  she  said  again,  "  I  owe 
to  his  preserver;  to  him  who  for  so  many 
years  so  carefully  and  kindly  provided  for 
him.  On  this  Christmas  Eve  I  will  heartily 
pray  for  his  happiness  and  welfare." 

Never  were  prayers  more  needed,  and 
little  did  Mrs.  Leigh  know  how  sadly  and 
with  what  darkness  Christmas  would  dawn 
on  him  to  whom  she  that  night  owed  her 
gratitude  and  thanks. 

For  on  that  Christmas  Day  they  who 
wondering  at  his  solitary  watching  saw  Mr. 
Paul,  averred  with  words^  that  showed  how 
strange  they  thought  it  all,  that  his  figure 
had  bent  under  a  load  of  grief,  as  it  were, 
and  that  a  look  of  sorrow  had  fixed  itself 
like  a  leaden  mask  upon  his  features. 
Through  the  rooms  lately  so  bright  and 
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peaceful,  but  which  a  mirthless  silence  per- 
vaded worse  even  than  the  gloom  of  deser- 
tion, he  wandered  all  day,  speaking  no  word 
to  any  one,  heeding  none,  and  welcoming 
none.  Simon  Burge  had  departed  hastily 
and  in  secrecy,  and  his  nieces  had  lefft  him 
also ;  he  was  completely  companionless. 

All  day  he  was  occupied  in  the  same 
way.  For  a  short  time  he  would  remain  in 
his  study,  and  seek  to  engage  his  attention 
with  the  papers  that  lay  scattered  around 
him.  Then,  as  if  driven  by  the  impulse 
of  his  feelings,  he  woidd  wander  into  the 
rooms  where  they  had  been  his  companions, 
and  sitting  down,  would  remain  quiet  and 
motionless.  So  continuing  for  a  time,  he 
would  suddenly  start  from  his  reverie,  and 
gaze  around  him,  and  then  once  more 
with  a  disappointed  look  would  let  his 
head  sink  upon  his  breast.  So  he  waited 
until  the  day  had  worn  to  its  end  and 
until  the  first  hours  of  the  early  night  had 


Digitized  by  Google 


76 


AMY  PAUL. 


passed.  When  darkness  served  to  shroud 
from  his  sight  the  place  where  he  had  tasted 
of  so  much  calmness  and  peace,  and  when 
he  may  have  imagined  that  so  he  could 
part  more  easily  from  it,  he  left  Glenwood 
for  ever.  It  was  unknown  and  unasked 
whither  he  purposed  going. 

This  same  Christmas  saw  other  sorrow, 
but  altogether  different  in  its  kind ;  not 
linked  with  the  bitter  sigh  of  repentance, 
nor  coming  with  the  wretchedness  of  wrong 
done;  but  through  its  influence  awakening 
and  calling  forth  much  of  sisterly  and  neigh- 
bourly love. 

It  saw  Mr.  Elt's  bed-chamber,  which  had 
been  resigned  by  him,  with  its  shutters  closed 
to  exclude  the  light,  and  on  the  bed  the  form 
of  Amy  Paul;  for  she  herself  was  away 
with  her  wandering  mind  and  her  fevered 
brain — away  in  scenes  that  she  had  never 
trodden  otherwise  than  in  spirit — away  with 
visions  of  joy  and  peace — if,  indeed,  they 
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were  visions,  and  not  the  nursing  angels  of 
her  mind;  away  again,  should  they  for  a 
moment  leave  her,  with  dark-winged  memo- 
ries, for  nothing  assuredly  save  of  memory 
could  strike  her  heart  with  such  shuddering, 
fearful  horror  as  came  upon  her  then  I 

How  fitful  and  tyrannous  was  the  being 
that,  with  strong,  unseen  hand,  hurried  her 
at  times  away,  until,  with  impulsive  strength, 
she  joined  in  its  wild,  delirious  career ;  that 
at  times  depressed  her  until  she  lay  motion- 
less with  scarce  a  breath  moving  over  her 
pale,  parched  lips ;  that  ever,  whatever  might 
be  her  rhood,  held  her  in  its  clasp ;  still 
over  her  heart  of  dreams  swept  like  a  hot 
wind,  and  yet,  contradictory  in  all  things  as 
in  its  strength  and  weakness,  breathed  upon 
her  aching  brow  with  moist  and  clammy 
breath ! 

All  earnest  and  active  was  the  solicitude 
of  Mr.  Elt ;  unwearied,  from  the  moment 
that  he  was  summoned  by  Barbara  to  her 
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assistance,  his  kindness  and  goodwill.  His 
anxiety  left  not  the  minutest  detail  uncared 
for.  Not  to  speak  of  the  noiseless  manner 
in  which  he  moved  about  himself,  and  in 
which  he  almost  rivalled  a  well-disposed 
shadow,  nor  of  the  quiet  which  he  enforced 
within  the  walls  of  Castle  Elt,  he  insisted 
upon  restraining  every  sound  that  might 
by  possibility  fall  jarring  or  wakeftil  upon 
the  fevered  slumberer's  ear.  No  cart — 
happily  in  those  regions  he  was  unvexed 
by  waggons — was  allowed  to  pass,  unless 
the  rumble  of  its  wheels  was  mui&ed  upon 
the  straw  that  covered  with  a  thick  bed 
the  siuface  of  the  road,  and  unless  the 
driver's  whip  and  voice  were  kept  equally 
silent.  It  was  an  unfortimate  dog  that  came 
there  to  bark,  and  still  more  imfortunate 
the  person  who  might  whistle  for  its  atten- 
dance. Could  he  have  done  so,  Mr.  Elt 
would  have  damped  all  the  gunpowder  in 
the  country   round;   and   as  it  was,  de- 
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barred  from  such  eflfectual  measure,  Mr.  Trou- 
ton  lay  like  an  outpost,  constaQtly  on  the 
watch  to  warn  off  the  unwitting  sportsm^^. 
Mr.  Trouton,  in  his  zealous  efforts  to  beat 
down  all  passing  sounds,  at  times  became 
forgetfully  clamorous,  so  that  even  the  2^eal 
of  his  assistant,  kindly  meant  as  it  was, 
added  to  Father  Jeremy's  anxiety  and  care. 

Frequently  he  took  his  place,  and  became 
a  watcher  by  Amy's  bedside ;  and  when,  with 
strength  given  by  the  delirium  that  prompted 
also  the  wayward  cause,  she  would  insist 
upon  getting  up  and  seeking  out  that  which 
she  desired  or  repelling  that  which  moved 
her  fear,  it  was  his  hand  which  stayed  her, 
until  her  purpose  changed  and  she  lay  down 
in  quiet  once  more.  He  fervently  believed 
that  the  low  words  which  on  these  occasions, 
with  all  endearment  of  tone,  he  poured  into 
her  ear,  had  a  soothing  effect,  and  that 
recognising  none  other  she  in  a  measure 
understood  that  he  was  there,  and  that  it 
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was  Father  Jeremy  who  addressed  her.  He 
carefully  noted  and  made  others  do  so 
likewise  (what  was  indeed  quite  true),  that 
her  voic5e  lost  all  impatience  when  she  spoke 
to  him,  though  she  spoke  perhaps  merely  of 
him.  Softest  interpretations  he  gave  to  all 
that  her  raving  fancy  uttered,  and  which  was 
sometimes  startlingly  imbued  ^with  terror. 
Throughout  all,  the  continued  good  health  of 
Mrs.  Trouton  was  a  source  to  him  of  much 
gratification ;  and,  indeed,  from  his  observa- 
tion of  the  fact,  he  was  led  into  a  theory  upon 
the  adaptation  of  circumstances  to  necessity. 

Notwithstanding  that  she  was  so  well 
assisted,  with  unabated  care  and  love  that 
knew  no  wearying,  Barbara  Paid  sat  and 
watched  beside  her  sister's  sick  bed,  holding 
the  Clip  to  her  burning,  thirsty  lip ;  wiping 
the  damp  from  her  forehead;  smoothing 
the  wearied  tossings  of  her  stricken  form. 
Never  did  mother  watch  over  the  child 
that  slumbered  on  her  bosom  with  warmer 
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or  more  constant  devotion.  And  yet,  as  if 
all  her  own  love  and  care  so  bountifully  given 
were  nothing,  it  was  a  pleasure  to  see  with 
what  gratitude  she  thanked  Mr.  Andrews 
for  some  kind,  helpful  act,  or  Mrs.  Andrews 
for  some  instance  of  watchftd  affection. 
Father  Jeremy  was  one  to  whom  nothing 
could  have  been  less  complimentary  than 
to  offer  any  thanks.  So  much  claim  had 
he  to  Amy,  that  instead  of  being  thanked, 
he  felt  grateful  to  Barbara  for  all  her  attentive 
love. 

And  that  love  which,  more  potent  than 
time,  works  wonders  without  ceasing,  was 
fully  requited.  Out  of  the  darkness;  from 
the  depths  of  her  misery;  freed  from  the 
stem  nthralment  of  her  woe,  thanks  to  that 
love,  Amy  came  unscathed.  It  was  inex- 
pressible joy  to  Barbara  when  in  Amy's  eyes 
she  read  recognition,  blended  with  thanks, 
and  love,  and  gratitude,  that  could  only 
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in  that  silent  way  far  the  present  express 
themselves. 

And  when  from  her  mind  was  effaced  the 
tracery  that  with  dark  entanglement  had  lined 
it,  and  when  the  fever  that  had  rippled  like 
a  hot  wind  the  current  of  her  blood  decreased 
and  died  away,  as  her  nature  asserted  its 
youth  and  purity,  the  composure  of  her  look, 
her  placid  smile,  and  the  meaning  that 
gleamed  like  sunshine  on  her  features,  erased 
for  ever  from  Barbara's  mind  a  fear  hardly 
formed,  and  which  not  even  in  thought  had 
she  dared  to  contemplate. 

During  all  this  time  she  had  not  holden 
any  intercourse  with  their  hapless  uncle,  and 
had  not  heard  from  him  since  their  fatal 
interview  except  on  one  occasion  only.  He 
had  written  a  letter  to  her,  in  which  saying 
nothing  of  himself,  making  no  allusion  to  the 
past  (no  allusion  that  he  could  help,  for  it 
was  imprinted  spite  of  him  in  the  trembling 
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characters  that  he  traced),  asking  nothing 
for  the  fixture,  he  merely  informed  her  that 
he  had  placecf  for  her  disposal  at  a  banker's 
in  Dublin  a  large  sum  of  money.  He  gave 
her  no  address,  fearing,  doubtless,  that  she 
might  write  rejecting  this  disposition  of  his 
wealth,  and,  perhaps,  thinking  in  this  way 
to  force  the  acceptance  of  it  upon  her.  But 
Barbara  rejected  his  offer.  She  shrank  from 
the  very  idea  of  touching  any  of  his  wealth. 
It  lay  for  her  part  idle  and  unclaimed  in 
the  hands  in  which  Mr.  Paul  had  placed  it. 

Her  only  other  anxiety  was  to  leave 
lisnadill  as  quickly  as  she  could.  She 
feared  the  effect  the  old  familiar  scenes 
coming  with  this  new  and  terrible  association 
might  have  on  Amy's  mind.  She  disliked 
the  curiosity  their  movements  had  excited, 
and  to  escape  fi'om  all  waited  only  imtil  her 
sister  was  able  to  bear  the  journey.  As  to 
the  course  she  should  adopt,  after  one  long 
consultation  with  Mr.  Elt,  her  mind  was 
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completely  made  up,  and  her  rc^solution  taken. 
It  was  due  to  her  nursing  care  that  Amy 
promised  in  a  short  time  to  cease  to  be  the 
only  obstacle. 

In  the  dear  old  snuggery  of  a  library,  with 
a  bright  fire  glistening  through  every  nook 
and  screens  around  to  ward  off  every  cold 
and  stealing  air,  Amy  Paul  sat  with  her  - 
sister  and  Mrs.  Andrews.  On  the  next 
day — for  Amy's  returning  strength  allowed 
of  it — it  had  been  arranged  to  leave  lisnadill ; 
to  bid  farewell  to  dear  old  Castle-Elt. 

Mr.  Andrews  had  just  parted  from  them, 
gone  together  with  Mr.  Elt,  at  Amy's 
request,  to  bring  all  the  young  inhabitants 
of  the  parsonage,  that  she  might  see  and  kiss 
them  all  before  she  left. 

And  when  they  arrived,  with  what  hushed 
voices  and  steps  they  entered  the  room,  and 
with  what  looks  of  silent,  wondering  affection 
they  gathered  round  their  pale  and  sickness- 
worn  companion  !    They  had  few  words  to 
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speak,  for  the  situation  was  an  unusual  one 
with  them,  and  whpt  they  did  say  was  uttered 
in  the  very  lowest  cadence.  But  when  Mrs. 
Trouton  was  called  in  for  the  purpose  of 
seeing  them  home  again,  and  when  Amy 
stooped  down  and  kissed  them  over  and 
over  one  after  the  other,  into  many  a  pair 
of  eyes  the  tears  swelled,  and  lest  their  over- 
flowing might  be  seen,  many  a  little  head 
was  hung  silently  down.  On  their  return 
only  two,  and  they  the  very  youngest,  forgot 
their  grief  so  far  as  to  break  away  with 
some  noisy  trick  and  laugh ;  but  the  general 
voice  bore  so  sternly  upon  them  for  their 
oflfenec,  that,  judging  from  their  looks,  they 
must  have  regarded  themselves  for  the  re- 
mainder  of  the  evening  as  criminals  of  the 
blackest  dye. 

"  Amongst  all  my  other  projects  that  I 
must  now  forsake,"  said  Amy  Paul,  "  is  in. 
duded  that  one  to  which  I  had  so  much  diffi- 
culty in  winning  your  consent,  Mr.  Andrews — 
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my  brilliant  scheme  of  adorning  our  church 
of  Lisnadill  with  a  stained  window." 

"  Would,"  said  Mr.  Andrews,  "  that  your 
parting  gave  us  no  greater  cause  for  regret ; 
much  as  I  may  have  reason  to  deplore  the 
non-execution  of  your  graceful  design." 

"  I  have  now  reason  not  to  regret  the 
thought  of  its  commencement,"  said  Amy. 
"  Look,  Mrs.  Andrews,  in  that  portfolio  that 
lies  upon  the  sofa  there,  and  see  how  I  have 
robbed  you  of  your  copyright." 

Mrs.  Andrews  saw  several  of  her  children 
sketched  with  all  faithfulness,  and  expressed 
her  praise  and  thanks. 

"  I  will  take  them  away,"  said  Amy,  "  the 
remembrance  of  my  dear  little  friends 
Looking  upon  these  faint  likenesses,  I  will 
remember  the  many  hours  we  spent  together 
— our  summer  loiterings  and  our  winter 
rambles.  Even  all  the  trouble  we  caused 
you,  Mrs.  Andrews,  and  all  the  confusion 
with  which  you  so  kindly  bore." 
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If  Mrs.  Andrews  spoke  sincerely,  there  • 
is  such  a  thing  as  trouble  that  gives  plea- 
sure. 

"Whatever  change  may  await  Glenwood, 
however  it  may  fall  off  and  crumble  into 
decay,  and  though  your  children,  dear  Mrs. 
Andrews,  may  grow  up  around  you  with 
strength  and  wisdom  that  would  smile  at 
my  poor  store  of  both,  still,  if  I  should  never 
see  you  again,"  continued  Amy,  "  Glenwood 
shall  remain  to  me  the  same  fresh,  green 
place  it  now  is,  roamed  by  the  same  young 
band  that  now  are  used  to  wander  through 
its  woods." 

"  It  is,"  said  Mr.  Andrews,  "  one  of  the 
pleasures  of  memory  that  it  fixes  in  bright 
imalterable  colours  what  soon  of  itself  moul- 
ders and  decays  away," 

So,"  returned  Amy,  "  should  I  have 
hoped  to  remain  amongst  you,  had  I  not 
failed  to  fulfil  another  threat,  that  of  claim- 
ing to  sleep  where  often  you  might  have 
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come  to  read  the  name  of  *Amy'  carved 
simply  in  simple  stone/* 

"Ah,  Amy,"  said  Mr.  Elt,  "we  are  all 
too  selfish  not  t6  have  done  our  very  best  to 
keep  you  with  us  still,  indifferent  company 
as  we  are,  and  even  at  the  risk  of  alt  the 
alteration  a  good  old  age  will  even  upon  you 
effect." 

^*  And  we  may  expect,"  said  Mr.  Andrews, 
"  that  the  freshening  spirit  and  strengthening 
influence  which  wait  on  the  revival  of  the 
year,  will  bestow  upon  you  all  the  rude 
health  that  those  near  you  may  rejoice  to 
look  upon,  and  which  we,  who  must  separate 
from  you,  will  pray  to  be  your  dowry  for 
maty  years  to  come." 

"  I  know,"  she  answered,  "  that  there  is  a 
spirit  in  the  winds  of  spring  which  takes  the 
most  wasted  form  in  its  dasp,  and  nurses  it 
into  lustiness  by  its  soft  caress;  which 
washes  out  with  its  unseen  hands  the  lin- 
gering fever  that  may  at  times  send  the 
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brain  throbbing  too  quickly  against  the  build- 
ing of  the  temples.  I  know  all  this.  And 
pleasant  for  me  it  would  be  to  bathe  my 
spirit  in  the  leafy  woods,  and  cool  it  in  their 
dim  shades.  Pleasant,  too,  to  climb  the 
brown  sides  of  our  dear  old  mountain  yon- 
der,  and  to  meet,  and  with  head  all  bared  to 
welcome,  the  breeze  that  comes  fragrant  from 
the  broom-bush  and  early  heather.  Pleasant 
all  this  would  be ;  and  sad,  is  it  not,  that  it 
should  be  otherwise  ordered 

"Dearest  Amy,*'  said  Barbara  Paul,  for 
upon  the  subject  to  which,  with  a  perception 
that  appeared  somewhat  still  dimmed,  she 
alluded,  none  other  felt  privileged  to  speak, 
"  that  it  is  otherwise  ordered  we  must  aD 
regret.  It  is  only  the  more  needful  that 
even  not  unthankfully  we  submit." 

"  Bear  with  me,  Barbara,  if  parting  from 
Glenwood,  that  we  both  so  dearly  loved,  I 
once  and  for  all  express  my  regret  and  sor- 
row," returned  Amy,  still  with  the  same  half- 
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consciousness  of  manner ;  "  if  I  grieve  that 
I  must  live  far  away  from  the  tiny  sea  that 
so  often  lured  our  steps;  away  from  the 
tinier  Niagara,  and  the  eddying  stream  that 
fed  its  unceasing  voice;  away  from  the  old 
woods  and  the  free  winds  that  rocked  them 
to  and  fro." 

Mr.  £It  looked  as  if  he  shared  in  every  jot 
all  her  feelings. 

"Still,  Amy,"  said  her  sister,  "though 
the3e  scenes  might  endow  a  wasted  form 
with  new  strength,  change  is  of  subtler 
power,  and  has  alleviation  for  that  which  is 
harder  to  be  cured  than  physical  decay." 

"  Is  it  not  very  strange,"  said  the  pale  lips, 
on  which  still  lingered  the  impress  of  a  most 
fanciful  philosophy,  "  that  of  the  invisible 
mind  grief  should  take  so  tenacious  a  hold, 
that  what  is  powerful  to  cure  the  body's  ills 
is  yet  no  anodyne  for  it  ?" 

"It  is  not  altogether  so,"  said  Mr.  An- 
drews ;  "  not  altogether  as  you  say,  dear 


Digitized  by  Google 


AMY  PAUL. 


91 


Miss  Amy.  Change  of  scene  is,  as  your 
sister  says,  most  likely  to  remove  painfnl 
impressions.  Yet  not  in  vain,  it  seems  to 
me,  even  for  that  purpose  is,  or  in  future 
hours  will  be,  your  love  for  Glenwood  and 
for  all  that  Nature,  with  her  ever-bounteous 
hand,  spread  out  before  you  here." 

"I  wish,*'  said  Amy,  with  a  smile,  "to 
hear  the  reasons  you  can  assign  for  your 
words.    I  know  they  will  be  persuasive." 

"  Hear  me  state  them,  then,"  said  Mr. 
Andrews,  "intended  for  yourself  alone,  and 
not  for  any  imimaginative  scepticism.  If 
thoughts  that  you  cannot  put  aside,  should 
intrude  moumftilly  upon  you,  if  recollections 
should  rise  up  before  you  and  threaten  to 
become  oppressive  in  their  sadness,  you  will 
find  that  some  note  of  that  old  music  which 
swells  and  thrills  through  the  haunts  of  na- 
ture— some  glimpse  of  that  beauty  which 
clothes  her  in  all  her  forms — will  enter 
within  the  shadows  that  would  surround  you, 

Digitized  by  Google 


92 


AMY  PAUL. 


serving  to  this  eflFect,  that  your  thoughts 
and  fancies  be  not  altogether  sunless  and 
unmusical." 

"  Dear  Mr.  Andrews,"  said  Amy,  "  your 
reasons  are  good  and  your  words  so  soothing 
that  I  shall  not  readily  forget  them.  But 
Father  Jeremy  looks  at  me  as  if  I  were  talking 
over  much.  I  am  under  promise  to  retire 
early,  in  order  that  I  may  be  prepared  for 
to-morrow's  journey ;  and,"  she  added  after 
a  pause,  "  for  to-morrow's  parting  with  you 
all." 

That  samer  evening  Mr.  Andrews  and 
Barbara  Paul  found  themselves  alone  to* 
gether. 

"Dear  Miss  Paul,"  said  the  former, 
though  not  without  some  hesitation,  ^'will 
you  forgive  me  for  asking  you  if  there  is 
anything  in  my  power  which  may  in  any 
wise  aid  you?  You  know  to  assist  you, 
would  be  to  me  in  every  way — except  that 
you    should   need  it — the   very  highest 
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pleasure.  My  means  and  power  are  small, 
but  my  willingness  is  great." 

**You  have  already  bestowed  upon  me," 
replied  Barbara  Paul,  "a  pleasure  that  I 
do  truly  value.  You  have  continued  without 
question  and  without  surmise,  your  kind 
and  trusting  friendship  for  us  all.  Your 
confidence  has  been  unwavering ;  your 
goodness  untiring." 

"Ah,  Miss  Paul,  do  not  shame  my 
poor  efforts  to  be  of  any  use." 

"  I  will  not  address  you  in  words  of 
idle  compliment,"  she  returned,  "nor  even 
seek  for  phrases  to  express  my  thanks. 
You  will  have  higher  and  better  reward 
tiian  any  poor  praise  from  me.  The 
measure  of  gratitude  is  not  to  be  taken  in 
words.  Dear  Mr.  Andrews,  the  time  may 
come  when  I  or  some  other  p^son  may  be 
at  liberty  to  explain  to  you  all  these  changes 
that  have  so  sadly  crowded  upon  us.  Then 
you  will  know  that  your  confidence  in  us, 
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your  friends,  was  not,  and  is  not  mis- 
placed." 

"Though  living  apart  and  much  apart 
from  my  fellow-men,"  said  Mr.  Andrews, 
"it  does  not  therefore  follow  that  I  am 
ignorant  of  oiu*  nature,  unable  to  read  the 
page  that  may  be  laid  brfore  me.  Think 
you  then,  Miss  Paul,  that  there  was  any- 
thing in  your  mind  as  I  saw  it  displayed 
before  me,  or  anything  in  your  dear  sister, 
save  what  was  there  to  admire,  and  love, 
and  respect  ?  Since  it  is,  indeed,  necessary 
that  we  must  part — and  it  is  enough  for  me 
that  you  say  it  is — ^my  heartfelt  love  and 
respect  will  go  with  you,  wherever  you  go ; 
these  and,  dear  Miss  Paul,  my  fervent 
prayers  for  your  happiness  and  welfare." 

Not  differing  widely  from  these  were 
the  words  in  which  Mr.  Andrews  whispered 
his  farewell,  on  the  morrow  of  that  evening, 
to  Amy  Paul. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

Describes  the  new  home  of  Barbara  and  Amy  Paul, 
and  waits  on  the  arrival  of  Reuben  Leigh. 

The  spring  that  would  have  touched 
with  such  power  of  brightness  and  of  life  their 
old  home  of  Glenwood,  found  Barbara  and 
Amy  Paul  in  one  widely  different.  It 
found  them  living  in  one  of  the  outlying 
districts  of  London,  occupying  a  small 
house  of  which  Barbara  was  mistress  and 
owner,  paying  taxes  of  all  descriptions  de- 
manded of  her  with  the  very  regularity  of 
sternness,  and  what  was  a  harder  task  making 
from  her  own  labour  enough  to  pay  all 
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such,  and  every  other  demand.  Barbara, 
determined  on  independence,  kept  a  pre- 
paratory school,  and  through  the  influence  of 
her  own  former  school-mistress  kindly  exerted 
in  her  behalf,  her  school  was  well  attended 
and  successful. 

She  did  not  occupy  the  entire  of  her  house, 
but  adopting  the  device  of  all  struggling 
and  decayed  gentility,  she  let  part  as 
lodgings.  Her  lodger,  who  would  have 
willingly  paid  her  any  amount  of  rent  to 
secure  her  apartments,  and  who  declared 
that  fie  would  take  no  notice  to  quit  on 
any  account,  this  arbitrary  lodger  was 
none  other  than  Mr.  Elt.  The  idea  that 
Father  Jeremy  would  leave  his  children  to 
fight  their  way  alone  through  life  was  so 
preposterous,  that  when  Barbara  announced 
her  intention  of  leaving  Lisnadill,  and  ex- 
plained her  reasons  for  so  doing,  Mr.  Elt  at 
once  set  about  making  his  preparations  for 
leaving  also. 
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He  underleased  Castle  Elt  with  its  garden 
and  agricultural  demesne  appurtenant  to  Mr. 
Trouton;  and,  unlike  all  other  middlemen 
aroimd  him,  did  not  insist  upon  his  tenant 
paying  double  the  amount  of  rent  which 
marked  bis  own  quarter-day.  It  was  due  to 
Mrs.  Trouton  that  the  house  did  not  all  at 
once  fall  off  from  its  extreme  neatness, 
though  truth  compels  the  acknowledgment 
that  a  few  matters  getting  out  of  order  were 
left  helplessly  to  right  themselves,  which  they 
did  not.  Nature  wars  with  civilized  life,  and 
Mr.  Trouton  was  content  to  stand  by,  tod  in 
perfect  neutrality  watch  the  contest.  His 
landlord  was  an  absentee,  and  if  he  shirked 
the  matter,  why  should  Mr.  Trouton  trouble 
himself  with  it.  Even  the  practical  in- 
struction that  he  had  received  in  agricul- 
ture, gradually  wore  itself  out  of  his  brain  ; 
and  all  that  he  had  heard  of  the  chemistry 
of  manure,   and   the  rotation  of  crops, 
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faded  by  degrees  from  the  sandstone  of  his 
memory. 

Mr.  £3t  laughingly  made  the  observation, 
that  he  could  live  where  he  liked,  and  would 
not  find  his  choice  limited  so  long  as  the 
National  Debt  remained  \mpaid.  Further,  he 
remarked  that  he  did  not  expect  that  the  said 
debt  would  be  discharged  and  satisfied,  and  a 
receipt  in  full  given  in  his  lifetime.  Having 
the  power  to  choose,  he  asked  where  he 
would  be  so  happy  and  where  so  well  taken 
care  of,  and  made  so  much  of  as  with  his  own 
children  ?  If  neither  Barbara  nor  Amy  could 
answer  his  question,  he  could  not  do  otherwise 
than  selfishly  put  them  to  any  amount  of  in- 
convenience, and  become  an  inmate  of  their 
new  home. 

It  is  due  to  Mr.  £lt  to  say  that  he  made  a 
most  exemplary  lodger.  He  had  furnished 
his  own  rooms ;  so  that  much  account  could 
not  be  made  of  the  fact  that  he  found  a  more 
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Slutable,  if  less  convenieDt  apparatus^  for  dust* 
lag  fass  shoes  (he  never  wore  boots)  than  the 
window  or  his  bed-curtains.    He  never  was 
out  late  at  night,  trampling  overhead  at  all 
unreasonable  hours.     He  never  filled  his 
rooms  with  tobacco^moke,  nor   yet  with 
faurly-buriy  roystering  company.     He  was 
more  like  a  careful  landlord  than  otherwise. 
He  insisted  upon  doing  all  the  marketing  of 
her  housd:iold  for  Barbara,  thinking  that  her 
daily  duties   were  ample   occupation,  and 
knowing  that  Amy  was  forbidden  by  them 
both  on  pain  of  serious  displeasure  and  the 
heaviest  penalties  from  doing  anything  what- 
soever.   In  the  matter  of  the  school  also,  be 
was  of  assistance,  for  if  some  small  penman 
insisted  upon  the  superiority  of  the  old  quill 
instrument,  and  rejected  the  innovation  of 
steel  pens,  Mr.  Elt  was  always  at  hand  to 
make  and  mend.     In  additicm  to  these 
several  self-imposed  duties,  he  further  col- 
lected  Barbara's  monthly  payments.  A 
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wondrously  honest  selection  of  patrons  she 
had  obtained,  or  Mr.  Elt  was  the  most  suo- 
cessftd  of  duns,  for  in  Barbara's  books  bad 
debts  were  entirely  unknown. 

The  street  in  which  they  lived  adjoined 
Regent's  Park,  and  there  where  there  was 
open  space  and  soft,  green  footing,  often 
Amy  Paul  and  Mr.  Elt  sauntered.  And 
though  the  thronging  faces  and  crowded 
vehicles  made  the  scene  altogether  diflferent 
/rom  the  solitude  of  Glenwood,  broken  in 
upon  only  by  some  chance  wayfarer  or 
wandering  labourer  or  rumbling  cart,  it  was 
to  Amy,  whose  mind  longed  for  something 
on  which  to  dwell  as  far  apart  as  could  be 
from  her  own  thoughts,  a  change  neither 
unhealthy  nor  disagreeable. 

As  Amy  grew  strong,  she  insisted  with 
much  eloquence  upon  the  claims  of  labour 
and  the  duties  of  life,  and  selecting  a  class 
from  Barbara's  pupils,  she  instructed  them 
in  the  varied  art  of  drawing,  and  succeeded 
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tvith  them  to  admiration,  adding  no  little 
renown  to  their  school.  She  also  took  upon 
her  a  share  of  household  employment ;  and 
after  a  time  smilingly  pointed  out  how  much 
good  (and  not  the  least  harm)  all  these 
labours  had  done  her.  In  fact,  diverting  her 
mind  and  occupying  it,  they  were  of  much 
benefit.  A  glad,  bright  look  was  stealing 
into  her  face,  once  more  banishing  the 
depression  and  shade  which  had  been  visible 
so  long  upon  it. 

On  one  occasion  only  had  she  alluded  to 
the  past,  and  then  it  was  more  to  speak  of 
what  she  owed  to  Barbara  (and  though  in 
Barbara's  own  ear  it  was  very  far  from 
flattery)  than  of  that  dark  sorrow  which 
had  so  nearly  blighted  her  life  and  happiness. 

"Dear  Barbara,"  she  said,  "I  remember 
and  will  remember  nothing  of  all  the  past, 
but  that  you  were  to  me  throughout  it  all 
mother,  sister  and  kind,  untiring  nurse.  All 
ties,  dearest  sister,  blended  and  twined  into 
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one,  that  the  single  chain  might  Hnd  my 
heart  closer,  closer  and  nearer  to  yours/' 

Thus  did  time  bring  strength  and  conso- 
lation and  a  brightening  serenity  to  Amy; 
and  yet  as  it  went  past,  and  gave  her  leisure 
to  think  upon  herself,  uneasiness  and  anxiety 
increased  for  Barbara  Paul,  and  she  found  it 
dif&cult  wholly  to  conceal  such  feelings,  as 
she  imagined  more  and  more  grounds  and 
reasons  for  their  existence.  Often  when 
Amy  and  Mr.  Elt  had  gone  out  together,  she 
would  sit,  seeking  to  ward  off  and  keep  away 
from  her  as  an  enemy  the  forebodings  that 
intruded  themselves  upon  h^*  thoughts.  And 
when  they  became  too  potent  for  her 
resisting  efforts,  glad  that  she  in  her  foolish^ 
ness  was  all  alone,  she  would  lean  her  head 
upon  her  hand  and  leave  her  poor  heart  to 
wander  where  it  would,  call  up  dl  visions, 
anticipate  whatever  meetings,  and  sigh  what- 
ever greetings  its  sad  prophetic  spirit  was 
coerced  or  willed  to  do. 
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"  Who,"  asked  Amy,  surprising  the 
retiring  steps  of  these  thoughts  on  Barbara's 
face,  but  knowing  not  what  a  long,  solemn 
host  had  been  marching  over  it,  "who  is 
altogether  willing  utterly  to  disbelieve  the 
cabalistic  art?  Who  knows  not  the  spell 
that  made  the  moon's  ample  disc  the  wise 
man's  page,  for  which  the  unbelieving  poet 
sighed  vainly  from  want  of  faith  ?  Who  does 
not  feel  that,  if  we  watch  aright,  there  is 
sympathy  in  the  stars  we  watch  together,  and 
a  warmth  of  sighs  upon  the  faint  whisper  of 
the  wind  that  roaming  past  is  listened  to 
aright?" 

"  Who,  if  they  had  you,  Amy,  for  a  dis- 
ciple," questioned  Mr.  Elt,  "  or  had  dis- 
ciples imbued  with  your  fervent  faith,  would 
not  be  an  astrologer  ?" 

"  Cast  both  of  you  what  horoscope  you 
like  for  me,"  said  Barbara  with  a  smile  ; 
"for  had  I  astrologers  who  would  read 
such  flattering  fate  in  the  stars,  I  would 
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only  be  too  glad  to  believe  all  that  they 
said." 

And  she  knew  that  neither  Amy  nor 
Mr.  Elt  quite  understood  how  deep  was  her 
anxiety,  nor  how  it  sprung  from  a  sense 
of  duty  even  as  much  as  from  the  love  for 
which  they  gave  her  credit. 

But  while  these  perturbing  thoughts  broke 
in  upon  her  peace,  a  vessel  held  on  its  way 
with  out-spread  sails ;  and  under  the  shade 
of  their  flapping  wings  many  an  hour  sat 
Reuben  Leigh,  picturing  to  himself  the  woods 
and  walks  of  Glenwood,  and  dwelling  on  all' 
he  fondly  anticipated  finding  there.  He  had 
other  pleasant  thoughts  over  which  to  linger, 
for  his  residence  in  the  West  Indies  had  been 
productive  to  him  of  new  matter,  gaining,  as 
he  had  done,  intelligence  of  his  parents  and 
of  his  still-surviving  relatives. 

In  due  course  of  time  Reuben  Leigh  ar- 
rived at  London.  Hardly  had  he  put  foot 
on  shore,  when  a  well-known  voice  (altered 


Digitized  by  Google 


AMY  PAUL. 


105 


somewhat)  greeted  him ;  and  as  if  he  had 
been  waiting  the  arrival  of  the  vessel,  Mr. 
Paul  accosted  and  welcomed  him.  As  Reuben 
with  all  heartiness  returned  his  greeting,  his 
eye  rested  upon  him  with  some  astonish- 
ment, for  even  in  that  first  hasty  glance, 
it  seemed  to  him  that  Mr.  Paul  was  much 
and  sadly  changed.  To  his  hurried  inquiries 
if  he  were  well,  and  if  all  at  Glenwood  were 
well,  Mr.  Paul  returned  no  further  answer 
than  his  assurance  that  the  only  change  was 
what  Reuben  perceived  in  him. 

But  when  they  reached  the  hotel  at  which 
Mr.  Paul  had  arranged  that  they  should 
stop,  and  when  they  were  together  and  alone, 
Mr.  Paul  with  a  faltering  voice  asked  him 
to  sit  down,  for  before  they  interchanged 
fiirther  words,  he  had  much  on  his  part  to 
say.  With  a  blanched  cheek,  Reuben  Leigh, 
glancing  at  the  sorrowful  face  and  dark 
clothing  (for  are  there  not  other  deaths  than 
that  of  the  body  ?)  before  him,  asked  again. 
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if  anything  had  happened  Amy?  if  any- 
thing had  happened  Barbara  ? 

Mr.  Paul  assured  him  that  they  were 
both  well;  fortunately  and  happily,  both 
weU. 

To  Reuben's  inquiring  look,  he  further 
said,  that  there  had  occurred  much  to  afflict 
and  pain  them,  caused  by  no  act  or  deed 
of  theirs.  "  The  arrow  of  sorrow,"  he  con- 
tinued, that  was  almost  the  shaft  of  death 
to  Amy,  glanced  from  me,  and  did  wound 
her  sorely.    But  for  a  time  only." 

Checking  Reuben's  impatience,  he  told  him 
to  sit  down  and  listen  calmly,  as  he  could 
to  what  he  was  then  to  hear,  and  which  none 
had  ever  heard  before. 

When  Reuben  obeyed  him,  it  was  Mr. 
Paul's  turn  to  hesitate.  He  appeared  to 
struggle  with  an  emotion  that  rose  as  if  it 
would  over-master  him. 

"  Reuben,"  he  said  at  last,  "  I  have  told 
you  often  how  I  saved  your  life  at  the  time 
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when  your  parents  perished — saved  yonr  life, 
at  hazard  of  my  own,  from  the  dread  mingling 
perils  of  flame  and  wave.  Tell  me,  Reuben, 
— ^for  weak  in  all  things,  I  may  even  now  be 
weakly  merciful  to  myself — assure  me,  if  with 
truth  you  can,  that  long  years  of  bitter  re- 
pentance ;  long  years  of  secret  sorrow ;  long 
striving  after  good  and  earnest  endeavours  to 
benefit  all  and  injure  none,  b^n  from  that 
time  and  from  the  suggestion  of  that  act — 
that  all  these  suffice  to  efface  not  the  remem- 
brance, not  the  anguish,  but  the  dark  stain 
of  crime. 

"  Tell  me  that  it  does  so,"  he  resumed, 
seeing  that  Reuben  answered  him  only  with 
a  surprised  regard,  "  and  your  voice  will 
confer  happiness  and  joy  on  me  whom  you 
were  the  instrument  to  waken  from  the  stupor 
of  guilt  to  a  sense  of  what  was  good.  The 
prestation  of  your  life,  Reuben,  may  then 
be  the  preservation  of  my  own  soul,  in  com- 
parison with  which,  I  know  now,  nothing 
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is  worth  preserving;  in  comparison  with 
whose  weal  and  good,  all  things — the  whole 
world  itself — are  nothing.  The  feeling,  the 
instinct  that  such  might  prove  to  be  the 
case,  may  have  made  you,  child  as  you  were, 
inexpressibly  dear  to  me.  The  love  you 
wakened  in  my  heart  may  have  been  strength- 
ened by  a  kind,  long-suffering  Heaven  for 
the  good  of  my  guilty  soul." 

He  did  not  perceive  the  selfishness  that 
lurked  within  that  show  of  love ;  he  did  not 
see,  as  Reuben  listening  to  him  did,  how  this 
strange  covetousness  may  have  relaxed  the 
efforts  to  discover  his  friends,  and  which 
might  have  been  readily  and  successfully 
made. 

Reuben  was  about  to  speak,  when  Mr. 
Paul,  staying  him,  continued : 

"  Let  me,"  he  said,  "  tell  you  all  wherein 
I  have  been  guilty,  lest  grieving  even  for  the 
love  I  exhibited  towards  you,  you  may  refuse 
to  hold  further  intercoiu'se  with  me,  and  think 
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that  I  dealt  wrongly  by  you  in  keeping  back 
this  communication  even  for  a  moment. 
Listen,  Reuben,- to  the  story  of  my  guilt.*' 

He  related,  then,  how  his  brother,  Edward 
Paul,  the  father  of  Barbara  and  Amy,  had 
married  the  daughter  of  Samuel  Weld ;  and 
how,  because  she  was  of  humble  station,  his 
family,  one  at  that  time  of  pride  and  conse- 
quence, had  disowned  him  and  rejected  all  fur- 
ther intercourse.  He  said  that  for  some  years 
past  that  family  had  been  unknown  and 
extinct ;  its  pride  lowered  by  the  stern  hand 
of  grief,  and  its  wealth  scattered  by  rude 
misfortunes.  He  himself,  ill  brought  up 
and  ill  taught,**sacrificing  all  things  to  passion 
or  caprice,  engendering  weakness  of  character 
by  giddy  and  impulsive  conduct,  knowing  few 
scruples,  had  begun  with  a  career  of  folly 
and  dissipation,  that  had  ended  in  making 
him  completely  dissolute,  so  that  he  also  was 
discarded,  and  in  disgrace  had  left  his  home. 
He  recounted  how  he  had  come  to  London, 
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and  sinking  further  and  further,  was  in  abso- 
lute want  at  last.  How  be  had  met  one 
like  himself,  a  person  called  Simon  Burge, 
and  how  they  two  had  gained  a  precarious 
livelihood  by  attendance  at  gambling-tables, 
and  such  like  resorts. 

So  it  came  to  pass,"  he  continued,  that 
I  grew  forgetful  of  every  good  principle ;  for- 
getful, for  I  dare  not  say  that  I  had  never 
known  them.  I  had  a  mother,  Reuben,  and 
I  had  listened  when  a  child  to  her  voice,  and 
for  no  consolation  that  the  pretepce  would 
give  my  craving  conscience,  dare  I  so  lie 
against  her  memory,  as  for  an  instant  to 
allege  that  I  had  never  had  the  seeds  of 
virtue  sown  in  my  mind.  Not  one  who  has 
ever  looked  into  a  mother's  eye  can  truly  say 
so.  But  I  forgot  them ;  wilfully  heedless,  I 
disregarded  them,  and  hardened  my  heart, 
unwilling  that  they  should  have  the  slightest 
cfaanoe  of  growth.  I  preferred  the  weeds 
and  tares,  and  they  grew  apace.    I  thought 
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them  fine  and  brave,  and  boasted  of  them, 
and  did  all  in  my  power  to  show  that  they 
alone  influenced  me  in  every  act;  and,  in- 
deed, the  dark  and  wicked  thoughts  and 
intents,  that  lurked  amidst  their  shade,  soon 
trampled  down  the  poor  faint  growth  of  early 
virtues.  I  was  a  fit  instrument  for  any 
crime. 

"Mark,  too,  the  retribution  that  pride 
suffered  ;  for  I  had  shared  in  the  indignation 
against  my  brother's  marriage.  I  came  a 
suppliant  to  Mr.  Weld.  I  came,  lowered  by 
the  meanness  of  vice,  to  beg  from  him  a  sum 
wherewith  I  might  return  to  the  gambling- 
table  and  retrieve  a  succession  of  ill  luck. 
You  cannot  imagine  how  intense,  how  burn- 
ing is  the  gambler's  desire  for  that  last 
chance.  You  have  heard  of  men  selling 
themselves  into  slavery  to  gain  it.  I  can 
readily  believe  the  truth  of  such  stories,  for  I 
exceeded  their  wicked  folly.  I — I  sold  my 
soul." 


Digitized  by  Google 


112 


AMY  PAUL. 


He  paused  for  a  moment  to  look  upon 
Reuben  Leigh's  anxious  face ;  and  then,  with 
the  effort  of  one  who  nerved  himself  to  a 
task,  went  on : 

"  In  this  way  I  did  so.  Simon  Burge, 
my  constant  companion,  less  reckless  than  I, 
because  he  had  more  cunning ;  more  wicked 
than  I,  because  he  had  more  wisdom,  at  least 
helped  me  on  my  way.  Not  that  I  would 
for  a  moment  throw  blame  upon  him  in 
order  to  extenuate  my  own  guilt ;  for  if  he 
proposed,  I  was  ready  to  adopt.  He,  how- 
ever, it  was  who  discovered  that  Mr.  Weld — 
I  firmly  believe  not  from  avarice,  not  from 
love  of  money,  not  from  any  fear  of  poverty 
or  straitened  circumstances  awaiting  himself, 
but  through  his  provident  love  and  care  for 
his  grandchildren — had  laid  out  the  money 
accumulated  through  many  years  in  some 
valuable  diamonds,  which  he  kept  constantly 
secreted  on  his  own  person.  We  found 
means,  unobserved  ourselves,  to  watch  his 
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movements;  and  often  have  I  seen  him  in 
the  dim  twilight,  with  something  like  a 
miser's  fondness,  dwell  and  ponder  upon  the 
treasures  whose  sparkle  betrayed  him.  Some 
evil  desire  to  requite  the  old  man  for  the 
mockery  with  which  he  had  treated  me  and 
my  begging  applications — some  such  feeling 
may  have  influenced  me,  but  I  at  once  con- 
sented to  Simon  Surge's  proposal  to  rob 
Mr.  Weld  of  these  diamonds." 

Reuben  Leigh  turned  towards  him,  pain- 
fully anticipating  what  was  to  follow. 

"  And  so  we  did,"  said  Mr.  Paul,  again 
speaking  with  a  visible  effort.  "  It  was  my 
hand  which  rifled  him  of  his  treasure.  It 
was  my  face  which  met  his,  when  struggling 
from  our  grasp  he  ahnost  broke  away.  It  was 
my  hand,  Reuben, — my  hand  which  shook 
him  from  its  rude  grasp,  and  struck,  ay, 
struck  the  hasty  blow  that  silenced  his  outcry 
and  alarm — I  murdered  him." 

He  paused  in  his  narrative,  for  Reuben 

VOL.  II.  I 


Digitized  by  Google 


114 


AMY  PAUL. 


bad  risen  from  his  seat,  aghast  at  the  enor- 
mity of  this  acknowledged  guilt. 

"O  God!  how  frightful!"  he  exclaimed, 
gazing  roimd  him,  as  though  he  sought  to 
escape  from  something  that  he  fe^ed. 
After  a  few  moments,  Mr.  Paul  resumed : 
"  Why  should  I  seek  to  palliate  my  guilt  ? 
Why  should  I  tell  you  that  I  had  no  inten- 
tion to  commit  this  deed  ?    Why  should  I 
tell  you  that,  wretch  as.  I  was,  if  such  a 
crime  had  been  proposed  to  me,  I  would 
have  scouted  it  with  indignation  and  abhor- 
rence?   The  current  of  crime  is  dark  and 
rapid,  and  once  embarking  on  it,  who  can 
tell  the  place  where  he  may  be  wrecked? 
Why  should  I  tell  you  that  I  little  thought, 
and  knew  not  till  afterwards,  that  the  blow 
would  prove  fatal?  and  why  should  I  tell 
you  of  my  remorse  when  I  foimd  that  it  was 
so?    It  may  be  that  my  tale  would  be  an 
idle  one,  for  I  could  scarce  ask  you  to  believe 
it.     What  signify  excuses?  of  what  avail 
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are  protestations  in  the  face  of  that  guilt- 
prompted  blow  and  its  fearful  consequence 
of  death  ?  So  it  was,  Reuben  Leigh,  that  I 
reached  the  lowest  depths  of  crime.  So  it 
was  that  I  went  forth  amongst  my  fellow- 
men  with  the  mark  of  Cain  upon  my  heart. 
Speak,  Reuben  Leigh,  what  think  you  of 
such  guilt." 

Reuben  Leigh  did  not  answer  him.  He 
continued  silent  until,  with  a  faltering  voice, 
he  asked : 

"Does  Barbara — do  Barbara  and  Amy 
Paul  know  aught  of  this  ?" 

"They  know  my  guilt.  They  know  it 
in  all  its  darkness.  They  know  nothing 
more." 

"  And  what,"  was  the  hurried  question, 
"  did  they  say  ?    What  did  they  do  ?" 

The  steadiness  with  which  Mr.  Paul  had 
hitherto  spoken  forsook  him,  and  with  a 
scarce  repressed  cry  of  agony,  he  exclaimed : 

"  Oh,  pity  me,  Reuben  !    Oh,  pity  me,  for 
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indeed  my  punishment  is  greater  than  I  can 
bear.  In  every  way  I  sought  to  atone  to 
them  for  the  wrong  I  had  done  them.  For 
their  sake  I  laboured,  for  their  sake  I  accu- 
mulated wealth.  On  them  I  expended  it, 
seeking  to  earn  and  to  win  their  love.  And 
I  did  in  part  succeed :  Barbara  loved  me ; 
Amy  loved  me.  My  heart  must  have  re- 
gained some  of  its  lost  purity,  else  they  could 
not  have  loved  me.  Their  love  was  dear  to 
me — ^far  dearer  than  life,  for  was  it  not  a 
guarantee  to  me  of  Heaven^s  favour  ?  Yet  I 
have  lost  it  When  my  guilt  was  told  them 
— it  is  hard  not  to  curse  the  false  tongue 
that  blasts  your  happiness — when  they  knew 
who  the  wretch  was  that  had,  under  false 
pretences,  won  their  love,  they  fled,  Reuben, 
fled  from  me  as  they  would  fly  a  pestilence. 
O  just  God,  may  the  agony  I  suffered  then, 
the  agony  of  heart,  plead  before  you  for 
mercy." 

"  Oh,  unhappy  crime,  and  most  unhappy 
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fate !"  cried  Reuben,  for  Mr.  Paul's  anguish, 
so  perceptible  and  keen,  forced  his  pity. 

"Amy  was  stricken  down,"  resumed  the 
latter.  "  For  a  long  time  fever  held  her, 
and  her  life  was  in  danger.  And  mine, 
too;  for  had  she  died,  I  could  not  have 
lived.  Unknown  to  them,  and  unseen,  I 
have  lingered  on  their  path,  and  watched 
Amy's  recovery.  Yesterday  I  saw  her, 
and  her  step  was  growing  light  once  more. 
They  are  here  in  this  great  city.  Barbara  earns 
their  livelihood,  for  she  rejected  my  assist- 
ance and  any  portion  of  my  wealth.  I 
placed  it  at  her  disposal,  but  she  has  not 
touched  it  yet,  nor  will  she." 

Reuben  murmured  his  approbation. 

"  On  that  old  man,"  said  Mr.  Paul, 
"who  through  all  these  years  has  never 
forsaken  them,  and  who  watches  over  them 
now,  may  Heaven  shower  its  choicest  bless- 
ings. Reuben  Leigh,  you  know  all  now. 
If  ever  I  have  shown  you  any  kindness 
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forgive  me  that  with  such  strong  induce- 
ments I  yielded  and  kept  these  things  a  secret 
from  you.  If  ever  I  have  in  any  way 
dealt  carefully  and  watchfully  by  you,  when 
with  Barbara  you  talk  over  my  story,  tell 
her  all  that  you  think  in  truth  and  justice 
may  be  told  as  palliating  its  dark  guilt. 
I  do  not  think  that  my  crime  will  lessen  your 
affection  for  Barbara  Paul ;  though  we 
bear  the  same  name — though  we  have  dwelt 
together,  her  heart  is  untainted." 

"I  knew  her  pure  heart,  and  I  loved 
its  purity,"  said  Reuben  Leigh.  Nothing 
that  you  have  told  me  has  changed  my 
knowledge  or  my  love." 

"  Then  will  Barbara  be  happy ;  and  Amy 
will  share  her  happiness.  You  will  not, 
Reuben  Leigh,  refuse  me  this  my  last 
request.  You  will  accept  from  me  a  por- 
tion of  the  wealth  which,  assuredly  not  for 
myself,  has  been  conferred  upon  me.  All 
or  any  portion  is  yours." 
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"  Give  it,"  said  Reuben  Leigh,  "  to  feed 
the  hungry  or  sustain  the  sick.  I  could  not, 
I  dare  not  touch  it." 

A  look  of  much  pain  shaded  Mr.  Paul's 
features,  but  he  answered  with  the  same 
calm  resignation  of  manner  that  had  marked 
his  demeanour  almost  throughout  the  whole 
of  this  interview : 

"  I  will  not  attempt  to  force  it  upon  you. 
Without  it,  I  feel  that  you  will  be  dearer  to 
Barbara,  And  now  but  one  thing  remains  : 
you  know  that  I  stand  before  you  a  criminal 
— one  who  by  the  strong  evidence  of  his 
own  confession  is  guilty.  Consider  your 
duty,  without  one  favouring  thought  to  me. 
If  you  think  it  your  duty,  I  am  in  your 
hands,  to  consign  me  to  the  punishment 
others  less  guilty  have  suffered." 

Reuben  started  at  this  strange  request. 

"  Go,"  he  said,  "  go  in  peace.  I  would 
to  God  that  by  any  means  I  could  gain 
you  peace  of  mind." 
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"But  think,  Reuben—*' 

"  I  have  thought,"  he  interrupted  quickly. 
"  No  cold  conclusion  of  reason  will  outweigh 
my^  heart's  instinct.  Punishment  is  not 
made  for  unknown  crimes,  sincerely  repented 
of.  You  are  in  the  hands  of  God,  and 
need  not  be  in  the  hands  of  man.  In 
labouring  for  the  good  of  your  fellow-men, 
you  may  yet  find  a  calm  happiness.  So 
labour,  not  with  any  eager  desire  to  gain 
that  end,  so  labour  but  because  it  is  your 
duty ;  and  to  accomplished  duty,  Heaven 
may  add  happiness." 

Mr.  Paul  .bowed  his  head.  Struck  with 
Reuben's  words,  he  acknowledged  ttf  himself 
the  existence  of  that  lurking  selfishness 
which  had  hitherto  prompted  all  his  acts 
and  bounded  his  horizon. 

"  I  know  not  that  I  should  mention  it," 
added  Reuben  Leigh,  "for  it  may  merely 
increase  your  pain  to  hear  of  happiness  in 
which  you  have  foregone  your  share.  It 
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may  lessen,  however,  your  fear  as  to  poverty 
or  hardship  afflicting  me  in  any  way.  I 
have  discovered  my  father's  brother.  He 
can  easily  put  me  in  the  way  of  earning  my 
existence." 

Again  Mr.  Paul  bowed  his  head.  He 
did  not  offer  any  congratulations,  for  he 
knew  from  Reuben  Leigh's  constrained 
manner  that  he  hardly  wished  for  them. 
Yet  had  he  not  altogether  foregone  his 
share  in  happiness?  He  may  be  happy 
who  can  be  thankfiil. 

Knowing  how  guilty  he  was  who  stood 
before  him,  and  with  the  impression  of  his 
criminality  so  strong  upon  him,  Reuben 
Leigh  was  about  coldly  and  without  fiuiiher 
words  to  leave  the  room.  Mr.  Paul 
stood  and  gazed  upon  him  as  he  re- 
tired. 

"  Reuben,"  he  said  at  last,  in  a  low, 
hesitating  voice. 

Reuben  Leigh  turned  towards  him. 
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"Is  it  SO,  Reuben,"  he  said,  that  we 
must  part  ?" 

Reuben  Leigh  looked  upon  the  sorrow- 
stricken  figure  and  appealing  face  before 
him. 

"No,"  he  said;  "I  do  myself  injustice. 
Benefactor  of  my  early  days,  not  because 
you  are  guilty  will  I  deny  all  I  owe  you, 
and  how  much  I  have  loved  you.  Oh, 
hapless  in  your  crime  and  guilt,  and  happy 
that  you  sincerely  mourn  and  grieve  for 
both,  I  will  pray,  and  tell  those  you  have 
loved  to  pray,  that  mercy  and  forgiveness 
may  be  vouchsafed  you,  and  that  even  while 
your  earthly  life  continues  you  may  hear  it 
whispered  to  your  heart  that  it  is  so.  And 
now  farewell." 

As  Reuben  wrung  his  hand,  a  murmur 
was  on  Mr.  Paul's  lips ;  and  when  he  sank 
down  and  covered  his  face,  Reuben  Leigh 
silently  and  sorrowfully  left  the  room.  Never 
before  had  he  seen  repentant   tears,  and 
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though  he  would  not  have  stayed  one  of 
them  for  worlds,  he  prayed  with  all  sincerity 
that  he  might  never  again  gaze  upon  such 
painful  relief  to  deeper  pain. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

FoUows  Reuben  Leigh  to  new  scenes,  and  retama 
with  him  in  quest  of  old  friends. 

Inconsistent  as  it  may  seem  witK  that 
ardour  which  is  usually  esteemed  the  peculiar 
property  of  lovers,  Reuben  Leigh  did  not 
start  at  once  in  search  of  Barbara  Paul's  new 
abode.  What  he  had  heard  in  this  con- 
versation with  Mr.  Paul  gave  his  thoughts 
a  new  direction,  and  determined  him  before 
seeing  Barbara  to  have  certain  matters 
which  rested  upon  his  mind  definitely  settled, 
either  for  good  or  ill.  When  he  had  left 
Mr.  Paul  indeed,  he  walked  about  for  some 
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time  in  stupified  amazement ;  not  readily  nor 
altogether  could  he  free  himself  from  the 
idea  but  that  he  had  been  listening  to  some 
strange  story  in  a  dreaming  sleep,  from 
which  he  had  not  completely  wakened  up. 
A  cab  which  came  to  the  door  of  the  hotel, 
and  into  which  he  saw  Mr.  Paul  enter,  con- 
vinced him  of  the  reality  of  the  words  which 
still  lingered  upon  his  ear,  and  which  he  at 
last  painfully  comprehended  to  their  full 
extent.  The  pale  face,  and  bent,  shrinking 
figure  and  deep-settled  look  of  grief  that  he 
beheld,  the  feeling  that  they  had  parted  for 
ever,  the  remembrance  of  the  many  years 
abounding  with  kindness  bestowed  upon  him, 
in  which  they  had  been  together ;  and  over 
all  the  terrible  revelation  that  had  been  just 
made,  shocked  and  bewildered  him. 

Half  an  hour  spent  in  divesting  himself  of 
the  garments  which  shipboard  had  not  tended 
to  improve,  and  in  making  a  few  needful 
preparations;  a  hurried  drive  through  the 
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city  to  a  railway  station;  four  hours  rapid 
passing  between  green  mounds  and  chalk 
walls  and  rocky  dykes  that  seemed  seized 
with  some  mad  life,  so  fast  they  went  ca- 
reering past  him  and  through  fields  that 
shared  their  delirium,  and  kept  whirling 
round  before  his  eyes ;  a  halt  in  the  midst  of 
confusion  and  bustle ;  another  drive  in  a  cab ; 
and  Reuben  Leigh  found  himself,  with  his 
faculties  by  no  means  improved,  some  dis- 
tance  from  the  town  of  Birmingham,  and  in 
sight  of  a  house  where  he  knew  that  he  was 
expected,  and  at  thought  of  which,  though 
he  had  never  before  seen  it,  his  heart  rose 
with  a  tumultuous  feeling.  The  dimness  of 
his  perception  still  mystifying  everything 
around  him,  he  was  not  quite  sure  but  that 
he  ought  to  regard  himself  as  a  sensitive 
somnambulist. 

At  last  he  reached  a  lodge  and  gateway, 
and  upon  inquiring  foimd  that  it  was  the 
lodge  and  gateway  appertaining  to  a  mansion 
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distinguished  from  the  other  mansions  around 
it  by  the  name  of  Summerfield.  Admitted 
through  the  gate,  he  drove  up  a  short  avenue, 
on  each  side  of  which  lay  a  small  lawn  inter- 
spersed with  trees,  and  ending  in  a  shrubbery 
which  served  to  screen  the  house  from  the 
view  of  passers-by  on  the  road.  The  house 
itself  was  a  substantial,  comfortable  fabric, 
aboimding  in  unmistakable  signs  of  its 
owner  being  one  well  to  do  in  the  world.  In 
thi&  house  Reuben  Leigh  knew  that  his 
father,  now  dead  so  many  years,  had  once 
lived.  His  thoughts  floating  back  through 
past  years,  had  well  nigh  set  him  dreaming 
again. 

Another  half  hour  elapsed,  at  the  end  of 
which  he  recollected  that  he  had  been  ushered 
into  a  room,  had  trodden  on  a  soft  carpet, 
had  been  folded  in  the  arms  of  an  old  lady, 
who  rose  out  of  an  easy-chair  to  meet  him, 
had  heard  words  of  heartfelt  welcome,  had 
been  gazed  upon  by  eyes  which  loving  anxiety 
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stripped  of  the  dimness  of  age,  and  was  at 
last  (he  believed)  calmly  sitting  beside  the 
same  old  lady,  who  was  his  grandmother 
and  who  still  continued  to  look  into  his  face 
and  murmur  her  joy  at  his  return  and  re- 
covery. 

A  voice,  and  in  truth  it  was  like  the  voice 
of  a  dream,  for  he  seemed  to  have  heard  it 
years  and  years  ago,  spoke  in  his  ear : 

"  Reuben !  how  like  my  own  dear  son  1 
He  seems  in  your  voice  to  speak  to  me  from 
the  grave,  and  I  see  all  his  frank,  manly 
beauty  in  your  face,  my  dear  Reuben.  How 
could  I  think  when  I  mourned  your  father's 
death,  that  the  sea  would  one  day  give  up 
his  child  to  gladden  my  longing  heart  ?" 

Reuben  Leigh  continued  in  the  same 
attitude  to  sit  by  his  grandmother's  side 
while  she  recounted  to  him  his  father's  his- 
tory and  dwelt  upon  his  memory,  in  such 
way  as  to  show  how  dearly  she  had  loved 
him.    It  was  an  every-day  tale  to  be  sure, 
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but  there  were  a  hundred  minute  details 
which  the  narrator  loved  to  tell,  and  which 
the  listener  rejoiced  to  hear.  A  story  of  a 
son  told  by  a  mother  in  a  son's  ear  could  not 
well  be  a  short  one,  for  what  repetitions 
could  be  tiresome  ?  or  what  lengthening  out 
of  facts  could  prove  tedious?  Reuben's 
father  (the  old  lady  said)  was  her  youngest 
son.  He  had  prevailed  upon  his  father  to 
allow  him  to  enter  the  army  as  a  profession. 
He  had  married  when  young,  and  Reuben 
hstened  not  displeased  to  an  accoimt  of  his 
mother's  loveliness.  It  was  while  crossing 
to  join  his  regiment  that  his  father  had 
perished,  and  all  trace  of  his  own  fate  had 
been  lost.  It  was  supposed  that  he,  so 
young  and  helpless,  had  even  more  readily 
perished. 

"  But  you  have  been  wondrously  preserved, 
my  dear  child,"  she  continued ;  "  through  the 
helping  hand  of  God,  from  the  greatest  of 
all  human  perils  wondrously  saved.    I  know 

VOL.  II.  K 


Digitized  by  Google 


130 


AMY  PAUL. 


now  that  having  lived  to  see  your  face  and 
hear  your  voice,  I  can  die  more  peace- 
fully." 

Then  Reuben  heard  that  his  uncle,  Mr. 
Henry  Leigh,  was  (as  usual)  in  attendance 
through  the  day  at  his  works,  which  were 
extensive  iron-works  about  three  miles  dis- 
tant. Further  he  heard  that  his  uncle  and 
his  partner,  Mr.  Edmund  Brant,  being  both 
immarried,  lived  together  at  Summerfield, 
and  that  no  other  person,  except  Mrs. 
Leigh  herself,  was  in  their  family  circle. 
Hitherto  she  had  contrived  to  superintend 
her  household,  but  she  was  fast  becoming 
(she  averred)  too  infirm  for  her  post. 

"  As  your  uncle,"  she  continued,  "  is  the 
most  confirmed  of  old  bachelors,  I  must  trust 
to  you,  Reuben,  to  provide  a  mistress  for 
Summerfield.  I  shall  willingly  exchange  my 
place,  and  resign  my  whole  authority  for 
the  sake  of  obtaining  some  loving  com- 
panion.   I  give  you  fair  notice  of  my  designs 
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upon  your  liberty,  and  of  the  fate  that  I 
intend  for  you/' 

Simple  and  natural  as  her  words  were, 
they  brought  the  blood  to  Reuben's  face; 
and  he  was  on  the  point  of  explaining  how 
near  its  gratification  her  desire  had  already 
approached.  He,  might  have  done  so  with 
all  a  lover's  confidence  in  the  optimism  of 
his  choice,  but  that  their  interview  and 
conversation  were  alike  interrupted. 

At  a  quarter  to  six  precisely  (he  was  never 
a  moment  sooner  or  later)  Mr.  Henry 
Leigh's  voice  was  heard  as  he  entered  the 
door,  instructing  the  servant  to  order  dinner 
in  ten  minutes.  Half  that  space  of  time 
had  elapsed,  when  he  came  into  the  room 
where  Mrs.  Leigh  sat,  intending,  as  was 
his  custom,  to  read  to  her  such  portions 
of  anecdote  or  news  as  he  thought  would 
interest  her.  Seeing  Reuben,  however,  and 
guessing  at  once  who  it  was  (for  his  arrival 
had  been  daily  expected),  he  welcomed  him 
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with  a  warm  and  kind  greeting.  He  seemed 
about  to  shower  questions  upon  him,  but, 
checking  himself,  with  a  smik  remarked, 
that  he  would  restrain  his  curiosity  until 
after  dinner. 

"  And  for  that  purpose,  Reuben,"  he  said, 
"  I  will  for  this  night  neglect  my  corre- 
spondence and  devote  myself  to  aQ  that  you 
have  to  tell.  No  thanks,^'  he  said  again, 
"for  I  will  press  you  into  my  service  for 
an  hour  to-morrow  instead." 

He  listened,  as  the  sound  of  wheels  coming 
up  the  avenue  caught  his  ear. 

"  Ah,"  he  said,  "  here's  Brant,  in  time  for 
dinner.  Mr.  Brant,  Reuben,  is  my  partner, 
with  a  heart  that  will  make  you  wish  to  be 
his  friend,  and  a  head  that  will  make  you 
respect  its  power  and  force  of  intellect; 
with  only  one  fault — a  serious  fault  in  men 
of  business— that  he  will  not  be  punctual. 
Least  of  all  is  he  punctual  to  either  breakfast, 
dinner,  or  supper." 
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Almost  as  kindly  and  as  vrarmly  as  had 
his  unde,  Mr.  Brant  welcomed  Reuben 
Leigh,  saying  that  Mrs.  Leigh  had  made 
him  consider  him  already  quite  in  the  light 
of  an  old  friend.  At  dinner,  having  oppor- 
tunity for  the  purpose,  Reuben  could  not 
help  contrasting  the  appearance  of  the  two 
partners.  His  unde  was  small  of  stature, 
with  quick,  intelligent  features,  and  a  quick, 
sharp  utterance  of  his  words.  He  might 
be  dose  upon  sixty  years  of  age,  for  time 
was  whitening  his  hair,  but  hia  erect  form 
showed  still  the  fund  of  unwearied  energy 
which  he  possessed.  Mr.  Brant,  on  the 
contrary,  was  tall,  with  a  form  almost  com- 
manding, were  it  not  that  his  shoulders 
were  slightly  rounded.  His  countenance 
was  open  and  handsome,  and  if  his  brow 
was  slightly  farrowed,  it  could  never  be 
mistaken  for  the  work  of  care,  for  the  power 
of  thought  in  all  its  quietude  was  visible 
upon  it,  and  could  be  further  seen  in  his 
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bright,  intelligent  eye.  Much  yoimger  than 
his  partner,  he  was  yet  in  the  prime  of  life. 
Reuben  almost  imagined  that  he  had  seen 
such  another  head  and  mien  before,  and 
he  might  have  done  so,  for  it  was  one 
which  a  painter  would  readily  choose. 

These  two  partners  gave  employment  to 
nearly  a  thousand  men  daily,  and  for  skiQed, 
intelligent  labour  paid  with  no  niggard  hand. 
Their  works  abounded  with  machinery,  of 
power  such  as  was  never  pictured  in  fable 
or  in  dream,  and  yet  of  such  trick  and 
cunning  that  no  nicety  of  hand  could  equal 
it  in  its  productions.  They  supplied  to  all 
parts  of  the  world  the  artificial  requirements 
of  luxury;  the  wants  of  convenience;  the 
implements  of  husbandry ;  the  means  of 
carrying  on  commerce ;  bridges  to  span  their 
rivers,  and  roads  to  connect  their  cities. 
They  were  known  and  celebrated,  where 
opulent  idleness  was  never  heard  of.  Their 
lives  were  those  of  well-directed  toil,  securing 
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perhaps  more  happiness  to  others  than 
to  themselves,  irrespective  of  this  in  itself  a 
great  happiness. 

Reuben  Leigh  afterwards  knew  that  Mr. 
Brant,  bom  without  friends,  or  station,  or 
fortune ;  with  no  other  fortune,  or  station,  or 
friends  than  his  own  high  mind  and  self- 
reliant  mental  powers;  had  overcome  all 
difficulties,  conquered  all  obstacles  (and 
they  are  not  a  few  which  to  such  a  course 
present  themselves),  and  in  the  end  achieved 
independence  and  gained  riches  and  position. 
He  found  that  fortune,  destructive  even  by 
her  liberality  to  many,  had  not  had  power 
to  spoil  him,  who  indeed  owed  little  to  her 
favour.  He  was  free  as  weU  from  over- 
bearing pride  as  from  shallow  conceit.  Ever 
he  proved  (as  one  looking  on  him  would 
expect)  anxious  to  promote  the  happiness 
and  welfare-  of  those  in  his  employment,  , 
and  in  such  way  that  they  themselves  rather 
than  he  might  appear  to  be  the  architects 
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and  builders  of  their  own  success.  He  was 
always  ready  to  assist  with  his  advice,  and 
if  need  were,  with  more  substantial  help. 

Mr.  Leigh  said  he  was  his  brains,  and 
in  time  Reuben  came  to  admire  him  more 
for  his  love  of  Science,  and  for  the  zeal  with 
which  he  followed  her  in  paths  of  dim 
research  and  anxious  thought,  than  even  for 
his  energy  or  his  success  in  life.  He  was 
a  true  follower  and  lover  of  Science,  and 
she  acknowledged  him  as  such,  for  she 
crowned  his  brow  with  a  wreath  of  fame, 
and  men  named  him  upon  whose  faces  he 
had  never  looked,  and  in  lands  that  he  had 
never  trodden. 

Yet  afterwards  Reuben  Leigh,  suspecting 
it  almost  from  the  first,  knew  that  he  was 
not  faultless.  Living  as  he  had  hved,  and 
running  the  course  which  he  had  so  sue* 
cessfully  pursued,  his  mind  had  been  stronger 
than  with  mere  mortal  strength  had  he 
successfully  resisted  that  to  whidi  he  suc^ 
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Climbed.  Building  up  with  a  steady  hand 
that  no  irresolution  ever  stayed  or  caused 
to  falter,  fortune  and  fame ;  accustomed  by 
his  will  to  rule  and  restrain  the  crushing 
force  of  iron  and  giant  arms;  used  to  see 
all  that  men  deemed  inflexible  and  unbend- 
ing yield  like  a  wire,  as  lithe  and  pliant; 
educing  from  imshaped  masses  works  of 
polish  and  of  strength  that  were  beheld 
with  astonishment,  it  is  not  to  be  wondered 
at  that  he  acquired  a  pride,  not  exactly 
in  himself,  but  in  human  intellect.  With 
such  a  pride  he  was  proud,  and  deemed 
himself  raised  far  above  the  foibles  and 
weaknesses  of  our  common  nature.  At  the 
feelings  and  emotions  that  are  its  brighter 
food,  he  smiled  as  one  escaped  from  infancy 
smiles  at  the  toys  of  childhood.  He  had 
contracted,  perhaps  unwittingly,  a  stoicism 
of  the  heart. 

These  things,  however,  Reuben  Leigh  did 
not  that  night  discover,  for  after  dinner,  as 
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they  three  (Mrs.  Leigh  having  gone  to  her 
easy-chair)  sat  over  their  wine,  he  had  to 
narrate  all  that  he  remembered  of  his  life.  His 
uncle  said  that  Mr.  Brant  if  it  were  necessary 
would  give  them  advice,  and  looking  into 
his  face,  Reuben  was  not  sorry  to  have 
him  for  an  auditor,  and  it  might  be  an 
assistance. 

He  told  all.  He  began  with  that  perish- 
ing ship  as  he  had  heard  the  story  from 
Mr.  Paul.  He  recounted  his  life  in  the 
West  Indies.  He  spoke  of  Mr.  Paul's 
nieces.  He  described  Glenwood,  and  (with 
a  voice  that  faltered  somewhat)  confessed 
his  love  for  Barbara  Paul,  and  his  engage- 
ment to  her.  He  stopped  his  uncle's 
interruption  that  he  might  ferther  tell  of 
Mr.  Paul's  confession  (only  that  day  made), 
and  of  the  manner  in  which  they  had 
parted. 

"  He  loved,"  continued  Reuben  Leigh, 
"  the  child  that  he  had  saved,  because,  as 
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he  himself  averred,  from  that  time  dated 
his  new  life.  Through  all  my  life  since 
he  dealt  kindly  by  me.  My  disappointment, 
my  grief  that  he  cannot  share  my  pleasure, 
and  happiness  in  being  here  to-day  I  cannot 
express,  for  I  will  not  conceal  from  you 
that  I  have — my  heart  would  have  been 
harder  than  it  is,  if  I  had  not — ^returned  in 
some  measure  his  affection  ;  if  I  now  suffered, 
my  knowledge  of  his  past  guilt  to  blot  it 
out  altogether." 

Reuben  paused,  not  a  little  moved.  His 
uncle  looked  at  Mr.  Brant  as  if  he  wished 
him  to  speak,  but  the  latter  with  a  gesture 
declined  doing  so. 

"  I  have  spoken,"  said  Reuben  Leigh, 
seeing  that  they  both  hesitated,  "freely  and 
openly  of  Mr.  Paul's  life,  and  of  this  in- 
effaceable stain  upon  it.  His  crime  might 
have  remained  a  secret,  weighing  with 
secret  punishment  upon  his  own  conscience, 
and  known  only  to  those  who  know  how 
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long  he  has  mourned  over  it,  and  how 
earnestly  he  has  sought  to  expiate  it;  I 
would  have  allowed  it  to  remain  so,  had  he 
and  I  heen  the  only  persons  concerned. 
But  I  thought  it  right  that  you  should 
know  it ;  for  if  the  knowledge  would  have 
any  effect  upon  your  reception  of  her  whom 
it  is  my  cheriished  wish  to  introduce  to 
you  and  my  grandmother,  if  it  could  in 
any  way  cause  you  to  hesitate  to  receive  her, 
then  I  shall  have  done  well  in  telling  you,  I 
shall  at  all  events  have  freed  my  mind  from 
what  might  come  to  be  a  lurking  dread." 

''You  have  done  as  I  should  expect, 
Reuben,"  said  his  uncle.  "This  matter 
painful  as  it  is,  cannot  in  justice,  and  in  my 
mind  does  not,  affect  this  young  lady  in 
any  the  slightest  degree.  So  far  she  is 
unexceptionable." 

"  Forgive  me,  Mr.  Leigh,"  said  Mr.  Brant, 
addressing  Reuben,  "  if  I  say  that  it  appears  to 
me  that  hearing  this  painful  confession  to-day, 
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and  I  can  well  imagine  how  grievous  it  must 
be  to  you,  coming  so  unexpectedly  and  so 
disastrously  affecting  one  whom  you  had 
every  reason  heretofore  to  esteem;  still  it 
appears  to  me  that  you  have  thought  over 
it  with  rather  too  morbid  a  saisitiveness. 
Her  uncle's  fault  can  surely  in  no  way  touch 
Miss  Paul.  Yoiu-  lurking  dread  would 
have  been  completely  groundless.  Assuredly 
it  is  sufficient  that  the  father's  guilt  is  often 
visited  upon  the  child,  without  our  seeking 
to  trace  it  in  collateral  lines." 

"  Marriage,  Reuben,"  said  his  unde,  with 
all  the  disinterested  authority  of  one  who 
has  led  a  single  life,  "  is  a  serious  step.  You 
tell  me  that  you  have  been  intended  for  the 
profession  of  the  law." 

Reuben  said  that  such  had  been  his 
choice. 

"  Well,"  res:umed  his  unde,  "  I  think 
Mr.  Brant  and  I  will  spoil  the  lawyer,  and 
make  something  better  of  you.     We  will 
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introduce  you  into  our  works.  If  it  suits 
your  taste,  we  will  in  a  year  or  two  make 
a  junior  partner  of  you.  We  congratulated 
ourselves  upon"  discovering  you,  for  we 
both  begin  to  feel  the  eflfects  of  hardwork, 
and  want  some  one  to  take  a  turn  now  and 
then.  As  junior  partner  in  our  firm,  your 
income  will  be  at  all  events  a  comfortable 
one.  Until  then  we  shall  pay  you  whatever 
we  see  you  are  worth." 

Reuben  attempted  to  express  his  thanks. 
It  is  not  such  a  great  matter  after  all," 
replied  his  unde,  "if  indeed  it  be  not  rather 
a  selfish  arrangement.  As  I  teU  you,  I  am 
getting  lazy  and  somewhat  weary,  and  Mr. 
Brant  has  got  a  dream  in  his  head  which 
he  wants  leisure  to  dream  out.  I  tell  you 
this  arrangement  now,  however,  in  order  to 
come  back  to  my  starting  point,  that 
marriage  is  a  serious  step." 

"  So  serious,"  said  Mr.  Brant,  "  that 
neither  you  nor  I  have  ever  taken  it."^ 
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,  "Even  so,"  continued  Mr.  Leigh;  "but 
let  that  be,  Brant,  for  I  can  tell  which  of 
us  has  incurred  the  greater  blame.  But, 
Reuben,  I  can  see,  and  I  am  glad  to  see  it, 
that  you  have  not  lived  for  nothing.  If 
this  marriage  arrangement  be  not  final, 
if  this  love  affair  be  a  mere  boyish  passion, 
if  it  be  a  matter  to  end  in  a  quarrel  and  be 
got  rid  of — ^why  do  so.  You  then  settle 
down  here,  and  have  ample  opportunity  for 
choosing  a  wife.  If,  on  the  other  hand, 
your  affections  are  seriously  concerned,  and 
you  think  this  young  lady,  not  an  angel 
mark  you,  but  worthy  and  adapted  to  be  an 
honest  man's  faithful  wife ;  if  you  so  judge 
with  all  sober  reflection,  then  I  can  only 
say  that  I  shall  welcome  her  here  to  this 
house  as  your  wife,  and  I  can  answer  for 
your  grandmother,  and  further  for  Mr. 
Brant." 

Reuben  involuntarily  smiled  at  this  busi- 
ness-like method  of  arrangement.  His  uncle's 
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trust  and  proposal  were  generous  enough, 
however,  to  call  forth  his  earnest  thanks 
and  a  few,  but  very  few,  earnest  words  ex- 
pressive of  his  confidence  in  Barbara,  and  his 
certainty  that  not  alone  his  uncle,  but  all 
others,  would  be  well  pleased  with  her  as  his 
choice.  - 

"  Then,"  said  his  uncle,  "  you  can  return 
to  London  any  time  you  wish." 

"To-morrow?"  said  Reuben,  inquir- 
ingly- 

"And  what  of  my  n^lected  letters?" 
asked  Mr.  Leigh.  "But  to-morrow  be  it. 
Make  all  arrangements  between  you  and  your 
grandmother.  Get  married  in  London,  for 
it  would  be  a  ceremony  quite  out  of  place 
with  us  here.  Instead,  then,  of  going  away, 
according  to  that  absurdest  of  all  customs, 
come  down  at  once  to  your  home  here. 
Your  grandmother  will  be  rejoiced  to  have 
a  companion ;  and  to  prevent  you  monopo- 
lizing even  your  wife,  we  shall  set  you  to 
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work  immediately.  I  believe  it  is  all  quite 
settled,  Brant?" 

His  partner,  accustomed  to  be  reiened  to 
upon  all  occasions,  smiled,  however,  at  this 
question,  and  with  a  glance  transferred  the 
matter  to  Reuben.  Reuben  at  the  moment 
regarded  his  unde  ratl^r  as  a  divinity  than 
otherwise  of  ordinary  mortal  character,  and 
was  about  to  express  his  perfect  satisfaction. 

"Stay,  however,"  said  Mr.  Leigh,  with 
sudden  recollection,  "there  is  Miss  Paul's 
sister.    Is  she  old  ?" 

Reuben  answered  that  Amy  was  very 
young, 

'  Ah,  if  she  had  been  old,"  returned  his 
unde,  "we  might  have  got  her  married  to 
their  old  friend  whom  you  mentioned — Mr. 
Elt,  I  think  you  named  him.  But  course 
your  wife's  sister  will  accompany  her.  A 
great  deal,  Reuben,  depends  on  the  discretion 
for  which  I  give  you  credit" 

Without  Waiting  for  any  assurance  from 
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Reuben,  Mr.  Leigh  rose,  and  they  all  joined 
Mrs.  Leigh,  in  a  room  which  he  said  was 
called  the  old  lady's  parlour.  The  fire-place 
of  this  room  Mr.  Brant  had  had  constructed 
under  his  own  directions:  and,  whether 
owing  to  his  skill  or  not,  no  fire  ever  burned 
with  steadier  lustre.  All  small  stealing 
winds,  the  insidious  servitors  of  colds  and 
rheumatism,  were  carefully  excluded,  and  yet 
the  room  (Mr.  Brant  knew  in  what  way) 
was  ventilated  to  perfection,  and  the  air  kept 
pure  and  fresh.  Never,  Mrs.  Leigh  said, 
was  so  much  pains  and  science  expended 
upon  an  old  woman  before. 

After  a  cup  of  coffee,  Mr.  Brant  retired  to 
his  study ;  and  the  arrival  of  his  evening  cor- 
respondence, notwithstanding  his  promise, 
called  away  Mr.  Leigh.  Reuben,  left  alone 
with  his  grandmother,  found  courage  to  tell 
her  of  his  purposed  marriage,  and  subsequent 
invasion  of  her  quiet  house.  Dear  heart ! 
any  one  whom  he  chose  was  thrice  welcome 
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to  her,  and  he  was  douhly  welcome  himself, 
smce  he  brought  a  wife  with  him. 

He  had  minutely  then  to  describe  what 
his  imde  and  his  partner  in  stolidity  had 
never  thought  of  inquiring  about,  but  as 
to  which  Mrs.  Leigh  was  a  listener  of  insa- 
tiable curiosity  and  innumerable  queries.  In 
vivid  words  he  had  to  paint  Barbara  Paul, 
and  having  accomplished  that  picture  (very 
far  indeed  from  his  own  satisfaction),  he  had 
to  do  the  same  office  by  Amy  Paul.  Before 
he  was  half  concluded,  Mrs.  Leigh  was  sure 
she  would  doat  upon  Amy  and  love  Barbara. 
He  was  doomed,  however,  to  some  disap-. 
pointment,  when  his  grandmother  told  him 
that  she  would  not  let  him  away  for  ever  so 
many  days.  Further,  she  said  his  leave  of 
absence  should  extend  only  to  five  days: 
four  for  preparation,  and  the  fifth  for  the 
ceremony.  What  would  she  do,  was  her 
insuperable  argument,  while  he  was  away, 
with  her  long,  lonely  evenings?    The  lady 
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who  had  been  last  with  her  as  her  companion 
had  left  a  few  days  only  before  Reuben's 
arrival.  What  pleaawe  it  was  to  have  no 
need  to  look  out  for  any  other ! 

Tolerably  well  Reuben  got  over  the  next 
day,  but  th^  succeeding  one  there  was  so 
much  anxiety  apparent  in  his  face  (for  he 
was  really  anxious  as  to  Barbara  and  Amy's 
situation),  that  Mr.  Leigh  noticing  it  at 
breakfast,  insisted  upon  his  at  once  returning 
to  London.  As  he  drove  away  for  his  works, 
he  bade  him  good-bye,  saying  that  he  ex- 
pected to  see  a  very  handsome  niece.  He 
left  Reuben  considering,  with  a  doubtful  per- 
plexed air,  whether  marriage  was  not  after 
all  the  every-day  matter  that  his  unde  made 
of  it.  He  succeeded  in  getting  away  for  the 
mid-day  train,  leaving  Mrs.  Leigh  choosing  a 
hundred  things,  and  arranging  a  hundred 
matters  for  his  return. 

It  was  gathering  twilight  when  he  reached 
his  destination.    He  found  there  that  Amy 
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and  Mr.  Elt  were  at  that  moment  out  enjoy- 
ing their  evening  stroll  in  the  park,  and  that 
Barbara  was  at  home,  and  alone.  He  de* 
sired  nothing  better,  and  aU  imannounced 
ushered  himself  into  her  presence.  As  he 
entered  the  parlour  where  she  sat,  she  raised 
her  head  (she  had  been  bending  over  some 
papers),  and  recognising  who  it  was,  with  a 
joyful  cry  of  "  It  is  he  1"  sprang  to  meet  him. 
Oh,  if  his  uncle  could  have  seen  her  then,  as 
for  one  glad  moment  she  lay  upon  the  heart 
to  which  she  had  been  so  fondly  folded,  how 
the  sight  would  have  brightened  all  doubt 
from  his  mind ! 

But  Barbara,  remembering  all  that  she 
had  pondered  over  for  these  many  thought- 
ful, anxious  evenings,  and  all  which  she  had 
in  that  brief  moment  of  love's  ecstacy  for- 
gotten, remembering  all,  moreover,  that  she 
had  to  say  and  urge,  withdrew  herself  from 
Reuben's  embrace.  She  stood,  then,  hesi- 
tating and  doubtful  before  him  while  he  still 


Digitized  by  Google 


150 


AMY  PAUL. 


retained  her  hand,  and  looked  up  into  his 
face  with  a  sad  and  grieved  expression.  He 
could  see  the  emotion  that  she  strove  to 
repress,  but  which  at  last,  struggling  forth, 
found  relief  in  a  gush  of  tears. 

"  Forgive  me  my  foolish  grief,  dearest 
Reuben,"  she  said.  "  Forgive  me  that  my 
welcome  is  such  a  poor,  sad  one.  But  I 
have  much — much  that  will  pain  and  hurt 
you— to  tell." 

"  Dearest    Barbara,"    replied  Reuben, 
seeing  you  here  tells  me  that  some  change 
has  taken  place.     I  know  that  there  has 
been  much  to  grieve  you.    Barbara,  I  know 
an,  love." 

"  All,"  said  Barbara,  in  a  low,  whispering 
tone. 

"  All,  dearest,"  returned  Reuben.  "  I  have 
seen  and  spoken  with  Mr.  Paul." 

"And  did  he  tell  you  all?"  asked  Barbara 
in  the  same  low  voice.  "All  that  hap- 
pened at  Glenwood,  and  all  that  occurred  so 
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many  long  years  ago.  O  Reuben  f  crime 
never  dies.  Guilt  outlives  the  criminal ;  it 
outlasts  time.'* 

"  Nay,  dearest  Barbara,  do  not  tremble  as 
if  the  guilt  were  ours.  I  heard  the  whole 
story  from  Mr.  Paul ;  and  I  heard  much,  not 
taking  away  his  guilt,  but  serving  to  lessen 
and  palliate  it." 

He  proceeded  then  to  detail  to  her  what 
he  himself  had  heard,  dwelling  upon  every 
temptation  that  had  beset  Mr.  Paul,  and  (per- 
ceiving with  what  avidity  Barbara  listened) 
to  every  circumstance  that  could  be  consi- 
dered to  extenuate  his  guilt.  It  had  been 
presented  to  her  in  its  blackest  guise,  and  it 
was  some  relief  to  see  even  its  enormity 
lessened. 

When  he  had  concluded,  Barbara  drew 
nearer  to  his  side,  and  lifted  her  eyes  to 
his. 

"  I  am  glad,  Reuben,"  she  said,  "  that  you 
fiaw  my  unhappy  uncle,  and  heard  this  story 
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from  himself.  I  am  glad,  too,  to  see  that 
you  so  much  pity  him ;  he  deserves  it  from 
you,  Reuben,  for  he  was  very  fond  of  you. 
And  now  listen  to  me,  dearest  Reuben,  and 
oh !  with  trusting  love,  believe  my  love  for 
you  unchanged.  Reuben,  love  in  its  truth 
will  yield  to  duty,  and  the  st^  hand  of  duty 
is  betwixt  us  now." 

Say  not,  Barbara,"  interrupted  Reuben 
Leigh,  "that  anything  has  come  between 
your  heart  and  mine." 

Dear  Reuben,"  she  continued,  your 
words,  and  more,  your  look,  have  banished 
one  dark  uneasy  suspicion,  that  would  again 
and  again  obtrude  itself  upon  me.  I  thought 
— and  oh  !  foigive  me  the  doubting  thought 
— that  this  crime,  ¥nrought  by  one  so  near  of 
kin  to  me,  this  stain  upon  the  name  I  bear, 
might  lessen— oh!  it  could  not  lessen  your 
love,  but  might  make  you  averse  to  link  your 
fiite  with  mine-  Nay,  Reuben,  foi^ve  me. 
I  did  injuiy  to  your  just  and  genw>us  heart 
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The  thought  did  not  live  one  moment  in  the 
light  and  dear  sunshine  of  your  presence." 

"  And  is  this  aD,  Barbara  ?"  asked  Reuben. 

"  Reuben,"  she  resumed,  her  glance  still 
settling  on  his  fece,  "  you  know  how  I  left 
Glenwood  as  soon  as  I  heard  this  story. 
It  would  not  have  been  for  me  to  remain 
sheltered  longer  by  his  roof.  I  thought  so 
at  least,  though  now  I  do  not  know  that  I 
did  not  shrink  from  a  higher  duty ;  shrink 
away  lest  it  should  be  thought  that  I  re- 
mained because  it  was  the  only  home  I  had, 
and  because  I  disliked  or  feared  my  ability, 
by  labour,  to  earn  my  bread.  I  do  not 
know  but  that  I  yielded  too  weakly  to  that 
fear  and  to  my  aversion  to  remain,  ^ould 
it  not  have  been  a  higher  and  more  solemn 
duty  to  have  stayed  and  supported  my 
uncle — he  who  had  been  so  long  my  bene- 
factor— ^in  his  guilt  and  shame  ?  If  I  fled 
that  duty  weakly,  think  how  I  was  circum- 
stanced :  think  of  poor  Amy  beaten  down 
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by  a  most  cruel  hand,  within  my  very  arms. 
But  from  my  weakness  and  dereliction, 
Reuben,  take  warning  and  a  lesson  :  abide 
by  him  who  was  your  preserver  and  your 
early  friend  ;  abide  with  him  even  thou^ 
you  know  him  guilty  ;  leave  him  not  to 
loneliness  and  sorrow ;  for  the  love  and 
care  he  bestowed  upon  you,  support  him 
now  in  this  the  hour  of  his  adversity  and 
sore  trial." 

"  And  leave  you,  Barbara?"  uttered  Rueben, 
slowly.  "  How  can  you  speak  of  such  a  fate  ? 
How  find  heart  to  oflfer  such  advice  ?" 

"  I  will  not  aflfect  to  say,  Reuben,"  she 
returned,  **  that  you  could  readily  or  without 
som^  heart-pangs  separate  yourself  from  me. 
But  a  sense  of  duty  done  would  calm  the 
pain.  And  if  I,  having  made  my  choice, 
am  for  ever  parted  from  my  uncle,  why 
Reuben  should  you,  when  even  duty  prompts 
otherwise,  give  up  home  and  your  prospects 
in  life?    Why  should  I  ask  from  you,  or  why 
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should  you  for  my  sake  make  such  a  sacri- 
fice r 

"  And,  Barbara,"  said  Reuben,  sadly,  "  is 
it  thus  you  estimate  my  love?  And  did 
you  think  that  that  poor  plea  of  duty  would 
be  sufficient  as  an  excuse  and  apology  for 
my  selfish  grasping  of  riches?  did  you  think 
that  with  it  for  a  high-soimding  pretext,  I 
could  slur  over  my  foresworn  faith,  and 
persuade  myself  that  I  did  not  yield  to  a 
lazy,  heartless  preference  of  wealth  and  ease  ? 
Barbara,  at  what  time  and  from  what  words 
did  you  learn  to  think  so  lowly  of  me  ?'* 

He  paused,  and,  for  the  first  time,  looked 
reproachfully  upon  the  face  before  him. 

"  O  Barbara,"  he  exclaimed,  "  recalj  your 
words.  Tell  me,  that  you  know  and  believe 
that  I,  for  your  sake  and  for  the  sake  of 
your  love,  would  give  up  this  wealth,  was 
it  ten  times  told.  Tell  me,  that  you  know 
and  believe  that  I,  for  your  sake,  would 
welcome  all  that  men  deem  low  and  hard. 
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Tell  me,  that  you  know  and  believe  that 
to  labour  for  your  sake  would  be  to  me 
a  high  privilege  and  proud  reward.  Tell  me, 
that  you  believe  so  sincerely,  and  I,  believing 
your  words,  will  cease  to  think  so  meanly  of 
myself." 

"  O  Reuben,"  murmiu^ed  Barbara,  with 
her  face  hidden  on  his  breast,  "I  believe 
all  you  say.  Forgive — forgive  the  folly  of 
my  lonely  thoughts  ;  forgive  the  doubtings 
of  a  troubled  and  anxious  heart." 

Again  folded  in  that  close,  loving  embrace, 
there  was  no  shadow  to  dim  her  gladness 
and  peace. 

Then  Reuben  Leigh  told  how  he  had 
relinquished  the  proffered  wealth  of  Mr. 
Paul,  and  how  they  had  parted  for  ever. 

"And  better,  Barbara,"  he  continued, 
"  that  we  should  so  part.  The  affection 
that  existed  between  us  for  so  many  years 
win  be  a  memory  that  nothing  can  diminish, 
living  together  with  lessened  respect  and 
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dark,  painful  knowledge,  who  could  answer 
for  its  continuance  ?  No,  Barbara,  dear  one, 
let  all  that  is  now  past  remain  a  sad  memory 
between  us,  and  a  memory  only." 

Then  quitting  this  painful  subject,  not 
to  be  lightly  mentioned  ever  again  by  either 
of  them,  Reuben  Leigh  recounted  to  his 
pleased  listener  the  happy  discoveries  that 
he  had  made.  He  described  his  unde  and  his 
grandmother  and  even  Mr.  Brant,  and  detailed 
how  he  had  been  received,  and  how  rejoiced 
they  all  were  to  have  him  amongst  them  ;  and 
how  their  rejoicing,  far  from  being  diminished, 
had  on  the  contrary  vastly  increased,  when 
they  heard  that  the  next  time  lliat  he  came, 
a  loving  and  fair  wife  shoidd  be  his  com- 
panion. He  whispered  to  Barbara  that  he 
much  regretted  that  he  could  not  prove 
the  disinterestedness  of  his  love,  for  the 
necessity  of  good  fortune  was  upon  him, 
and  deprived  him  of  all  opportunity  of  doing 
so.    They  would  not  be  able,  in  accordance 
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with  any  stern  resolution  or  wish,  to  begin 
a  life  of  hardship  or  labour,  but  would  be 
at  once  compelled  to  enter  upon  comfort  and 
independence.  It  was  impolitic  of  Reuben 
to  speak  of  independence,  and  in  the  next 
moment  annoimce  to  Barbara  that  they  were 
under  express  commands  to  be  married  within 
five  days.  All  objections  and  blushing  demurs 
on  Barbara's  part  were  wholly  useless,  for  at 
every  turn  she  was  met  by  that  plea  of  stern, 
uncompromising  necessity,  and  actually  coerced 
into  a  consent ;  a  matter,  nevertheless,  that 
Reuben  Leigh  made  just  as  much  of  as  if  it 
had  been  acceded  with  the  readiest  compli- 
ance of  the  very  freest  will. 

He  had  to  rim  away  and  conceal  himself 
while  Amy  with  Father  Jeremy  came  in, 
and  while  Barbara,  lest  it  should  affect  her 
over-much,  broke  to  her  the  news  of  his 
return.  Amy  heard  it,  sharing  at  the 
announcement  all  Barbara's  gladness  and 
pleasure.     Yet  when  Reuben  with  greeting 
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words  and  kiss  held  her  to  his  heart,  and 
whispered  fondly  his  delight  in  seeing  her, 
so  well  and  so  recovered,  sad  thoughts  and 
remembrances  strayed  down  upon  her,  and 
she  was  fain  to  hide  in  the  bosom  on  which 
she  still  leaned,  her  fast-flowing  tears  and 
sobbing  grief. 

Not  altogether  unmoved  while  he  wel- 
comed his  young  friend,  prompted  no  doubt 
in  some  measure  by  Amy's  sorrow,  was 
Mr.  Elt. 

Yet  Amy's  tears  were  soon  dried,  and 
soon  ceased,  when  they  were  all  gathered 
in  a  circle,  to  dim  her  smiles.  A  long 
evening,  with  much  of  their  old  happiness, 
they  spent  together,  though  their  recent 
sorrow  lingered  amongst  them.  All 
Reuben's  adventures  had  to  be  retold,  and 
his  account  of  his  friends  more  than  once 
repeated.  With  some  laughing  surprise, 
Amy  heard  how  short  a  time  had  been 
given  for  preparation  for  Barbara's  marriage. 
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On  that  evening,  striking  him  more 
plainly  on  accoimt  of  his  absence,  Reuben 
Leigh  saw,  with  some  concern,  the  change 
that  the  short  year  of  his  absence  had 
developed  in  Amy  Paul.  Hie  glad  spirit 
(that  sometimes  indeed  had  been  for  a 
moment  clouded,  but  not  often),  and  the 
joyous  look  that  had  been  used  to  brighten 
over  every  feature,  were  almost,  if  not 
altogether,  gone;  straying  back  only  with 
transient  gleam.  In  their  place  was  a 
serene,  thoughtful  expression,  and  at  times 
a  heedlessness  of  all  aroimd  her,  a  glance 
fixed,  as  it  were,  upon  something  in  the 
distance.  She  had  grown  more  matured  in 
mind  as  well  as  in  person,  and  seemed  to 
have  escaped  from  the  childhood  that  had 
so  long  for  both  a  simny  lure.  Occasionally 
her  fancy  would  brighten  up  with  something 
of  her  former  playfulness,  but  her  ideas 
appeared  to  come  with  a  pace  slower  and 
more  staid  and   to  reject  the  encolouring 
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of  words  m  whictf  they  had  formerly  de- 
lighted. 

Hiese  things  Reuben  Leigh  noted  before 
he  bade  them  all  a  reluctant  good-night,  and 
on  these  things  he  foimd  time  to  ponder, 
whi]e  he  made  his  way  to  the  hotel  at 
which  he  had  taken  up  his  temporary 
abode. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

Mr.  £lt  meets  with  a  strange  adventure.    He  also 
officiates  at  an  interesting  ceremony. 

Recent  as  had  been  the  formation  of 
Barbara  Paul's  establishment,  she  was  under 
the  necessity  of  breaking  it  up.  Her  school, 
that  had  been  more  an  occupation  and 
relief  for  her  thoughts  than  a  labour,  had 
to  be  surrendered  in  the^  first  instance,  and 
the  little  regiment  of  recruits  in  learning's 
ranks  summarily  disbanded.  This  was 
not  done  without  some  tears  and  pouting 
farewells,  chiefly  prevalent  in  Amy  Paul's 
drawing  class.  Notice  was  served  upon  the 
landlord,  of  Barbara's  determination  to  give 
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up  possessioD  of  her  house  and  premises ; 
and  Mr.  Elt  (though  he  promised  to  go 
down  to  Summerfield)  insisted  upon  re- 
maining to  dispose  of  the  furniture  and 
other  chattekk  Three  dear  days  were  of  the 
very  diortest  allowance  for  preparation,  but 
Reuben  Leigh  had  become  inoculated  with 
his  unde's  prineiples,  for  he  appeared  to 
consider  that  a  day  or  a  day  and  a  half 
was  amply  sufficient.  Doctors'  Commons 
was  not  very  remote,  and  a  licence  a  matter 
not  veiy  hard  to  be  obtained. 

There  is  a  mental  chemistry  affecting 
some  minds  which  so  prepares  their  surfaces 
that  they  are  ever  ready  to  be  impressed  by 
surrounding  circumstances,  and  to  return  in 
language  (wherein  the  mind  is  mirrored)  the 
form  and  colouring  of  such  imprinted  cha- 
racters. Thus  it  came  to  pass  that  Mr. 
Elt's  mind,  wholly  engrossed  and  swayed 
by  the  approaching  ceremony,  turned  in  an 
ethical  and  moralising  direction,  and  upon 
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the  marriage  vow  with  all  its  solemn  accom- 
paniments, and  upon  married  life  with  all  its* 
obligations,  contingencies,  griefs,  and  joys 
(which  truly  discipline  humanity),  he  enlarged 
and  lectured  in  a  manner  that  would  delight 
any,  even  the  chief,  of  the  wise  women  of 
this  nineteenth  century. 

Not  easy  would  it  have  been  to  have 
estimated  with  any  degree  of  accuracy  the 
amoimt  of  importance  which  during  these 
days  pervaded  his  every  act,  for  he  was  far 
from  confining  himself  to  philosophic  dis- 
sertations. He  felt  himself  fully  restored  to 
his  original  position,  once  more  the  pro- 
tector  and  guardian  of  his  children.  It 
was  arranged  that  he  should  give  away 
Barbara;  and  having  a  lively  appreciation 
of  the  propriety  of  duly  filling  that  office, 
neglecting  nothing  that  would  do  honour  to 
the  occasion,  he  spent  his  time  in  zealous 
and  notable  preparations. 

Though  it  had  been  agreed  that  in  accord- 
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ance  with  all  circumstances  there  should  be 
no  show  nor  display  whatever,  but  that  all 
should  be  carried  out  in  a  homely  and  quiet 
way,  it  was  in  vain  to  seek  to  impress 
these  resolves  upon  Mr.  Elt,  so  that  under- 
standing them  he  might  act  in  accordance. 
Notwithstanding  a  verbal  assent,  and  indeed 
as  if  unconscious  that  he  in  any  way  violated 
the  arrangement  agreed  upon,  he  was  seen 
in  a  short  time  busy  in  the  selection  and 
preparation  of  what  he  deemed  a  suitable 
and  appropriate  costume.  He  did  not  seem 
to  think  that  it  would  be  at  all  remarkable 
or  uncomfortable  that  he  alone  appeared  so. 
Nor,  seeing  how  much  he  had  set  his  heart 
upon  the  matter,  did  any  seek  to  dissuade 
him,  quite  satisfied  that  he  should  adopt 
any  course  which  promised  to  bestow  upon 
him  the  slightest  pleasure. 

There  must  be  enjoyment  in  difficulty,  for 
the  selection  of  his  dress  was  a  njatter  of 
excessive  and  perplexed  consideration;  and 
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had  it  not  been  for  the  aid  of  Amy  Paid, 
and  for  his  deference  to  her  judgment,  he 
had  never  arrived  at  a  condusive  choice  in 
anything  like  a  fiufficient  or  reasonable  time. 
But  he  could  not  avail  himself  of  the  same 
assistance  when  he  went  to  have  them  fitted 
on.    His  coat  was  the  garment  which  rested 
most  heavUy  on  his  mind.    He  had  serious 
apprdiensions  that  it  would  prove  a  misfit, 
and  strove  in  vain  to  divest  himself  of  his 
misgivings  on  that  score.     He  visited  his 
tailor's^  not  once  or  twice  but  half  a  dozen 
several  times,  and  only  returned  late  in  the 
evening  fi'om  a  last  and  ler^hened  interview. 

As  he  made  his  way  home  with  all  the 
seriousness  of  a  lingering  dodi>t  stiU  upon 
his  mind,  he  slowly  became  aware  that  some 
person  followed  in  his  steps.  He  was  about 
to  stop  and  confrrat  whoever  it  might  be, 
when  a  iiesitating  hand  W4is  laid  lightly  on 
his  arm.  Turning,  then,  he  saw  with  some 
surprise  that  it  was  Mr.  Paul. 
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"  Forgive  me/'  said  the  latter  in  a  broken, 
faltering  voice ;  forgive  me  for  addressing 
you/' 

There  was  so  much  affliction  in  his  tone, 
and  even  in  his  doubtful  approach,  that  Mr. 
£lt  was  moved  to  speak  kindly  and  com- 
passionately to  him. 

"  They  are  all  well,"  said  Mr.  Paul,  "for 
I  know  they  are.  They  are  all  happy,  for 
I  can  see  that  too.  Mr.  Elt,  you  have  fol- 
lowed goodness  all  ypur  life.  Had  you 
followed  evil  as  you  have  good,  you  could 
suffer  no  greater  punishment  than  to  see 
happiness  of  which  you  ought  to  be  a  sharer, 
and  even  the  light  of  which  you  dare  not 
approach." 

Mr.  Elt  forgot  the  anger  which  had  onoe 
at  sight  of  suffermg  dragged  down  upon  his 
children  been  threatening  and  excessive ;  for- 
got it  so  far  as  to  utter  instead  of  reproaches 
some  few  consoling  words. 

"  I  did  not  interrupt  you,"  said  Mr.  Paul, 
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"  knowing  the  home  to  which  you  hurried, 
for  any  purpose  of  telling  you  of  all  that 
I  may  suffer  from.  Dear  to  me  and  kind 
as  are  your  words,  I  would  not  even  for  their 
sake  have  attempted  to  do  so." 

The  lowliness  of  guilt,  and  the  respect 
which  sooner  or  later  it  is  coerced  to  pay 
to  truth,  were  apparent  in  these  words. 

"  I  ask  you,"  he  resumed,  "  to  accompany 
me  now  or  to-morrow  to  a  house  not  far 
from  this,  for  a  purpose  that  may  be  useful 
to  those  whom  you  ^now  protect." 

Mr.  Elt  hesitated. 

"  Not  useful,"  continued  Mr.  Paul,  ob- 
serving that  he  did  so  and  surmising  the 
cause,  as  bestowing  any  mere  advantage 
upon  them.  Such  they  neither  need  nor 
would  receive  at  my  hands.  But  it  is  for 
a  purpose  which  may  be  necessary  to  protect 
them  from  wrong  and  ensure  their  safety." 

Mr.  Elt  paused  no  longer,  but  bidding 
Mr.  Paul  proceed,  foDowed  him  at  once. 
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The  latter  led  the  way  through  some 
streets  until  they  reached  one  not  far  distant 
from  that  in  which  Mr.  Elt  lived.  Knocking 
at  the  door  of  a  house,  in  the  front  windows 
of  which  a  light  was  visible,  upon  being 
admitted  he  at  once,  as  if  he  had  known 
the  premises  before,  proceeded  up  stairs, 
followed  by  Mr.  Elt.  To  the  latter's  no 
little  surprise  and  some  confusion,  he  found 
himself  in  the  presence  of  Simon  Burge. 
He  was  somewhat  assured,  however,  when 
he  saw  that  in  his  feelings  of  surprise  and 
confusion  Mr.  Burge  seemed  himself  to 
share. 

Quickly  recovering,  Mr.  Burge  stood  up.  * 
Looking  upon  those  before  him,  the  old 
cold-gleaming  smile  was  upon  his  face,  as 
he  asked  to  what  he  was  indebted  for  the 
pleasure  of  the  present  visit* 

Mr.  Elt  looked  to  see  if  any  change  were 
visible  upon  him.  But  whatever  struggling 
emotions    he   may  have  had   to  repress. 
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thm  was  nothing  of  them  outwardly  ap- 
parent. 

Mr.  Paul  had  advanced  into  the  light, 
and  stood  with  more  firmness  displayed  in 
his  gesture  and  features  than  Mr.  £lt  had 
A   ever  before  seen. 

am  here,"  were  his  words,  spoken 
rath^  that  Simon  Burge  might  hear  them 
than  directly  addressed  to  him ;  I  am  here, 
not  without  purpose.  For  that  same  purpose 
1  brought  Mr.  Elt  with  me.  I  have  a 
few  words  to  say,  which  I  ^eske  him  to 
hear.  .  Know,  Mr.  Elt,  that  I  have  been 
on  this  man's  footsteps  ever  since  he  came 
to  London." 

A  frown  of  anger  and  vexation  darkened 
Mr.  Surge's  face. 

"Your  old  high  and  worthy  plan,"  he 
said,  with  a  bitter  sneer.    "  Still  a  spy." 

Without  noticing  either  his  tone  or  the 
taunt  conveyed  in  his  words,  Mr.  Paul  yrmt 
on. 
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"  Nothing  that  he  has  done '  has  been 
unknown  to  me;  nothing  that  be  may 
have  contemplated  has  been  a  secret  from 
me.  I  know  how  much  he  feels  the  dis- 
appointment he  has  suflFered  from ;  1  know 
that  even  bow  he  would  give  much  that 
be  had  succeeded ;  great  as  was  his  desire 
to  accomplish  his  purpose,  is  bow  his  anger 
that  it  has  been  baffled,  and  his  hate  of  h^ 
who  baffled  and  thwarted  him." 

Simon  Surge  burst  out  into  a  scomftd 
laugh.  But  Mr.  Paul  continued,  stiU,  as 
it  were,  reading  for  him  to  hear: 

"To  gratify  both  feelings  at  once  would 
be  a  triumph  to  his  evil  nature,  for  which 
be  would  do  and  sacrifice  mudi.  I  have 
watched  him  following  in  steps  that  his 
shadow  oi^ht  to  shrink  from  crossing  ;  I 
have  seen  him  lurking  in  their  path  whose 
i  presence  ought  to  blast  his  very  sight ;  I 

have  watched  and  seen  him  with  all  the 
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darkness  of  evil  and  plotting  thought  upon 
his  brow." 

Mr.  Elt  heard  these  words  with  a  move- 
ment of  uneasy  surprise. 

"  Not  mine  to  find  fault  with  the  accuracy 
of  your  interpretation,"  said  Mr.  Burge. 
"  We  all  know,  and  more  than  we  know, 
your  intimacy  with  that  which  you  de- 
scribe." 

"  You  know,"  said  Mr.  Paul,  heedless 
of  words  which  sought  to  provoke  him, 
except  that  his  address  became  moi^  pointed ; 
"  you  know,  and  you  are  angry  that  my  eye 
has  been  upon  you.  Know  this  further; 
if  your  evil  thought  had  fashioned  itself 
into  any  shape  whatever;  if  from  your 
dark  cogitations  had  sprung  any  plan  what- 
ever— and  both  were,  I  fed  assured,  the 
anxious  objects  of  your  research  —  then 
know  that  they,  whatever  they  might  have  i 
been,  would  again  have   been  frustrated. 
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Again  thwarted,  they  would  have  recoiled 
upon  you,  to  plague  and  rankle  in  your 
'mind  still  more." 

With  a  gesture  of  impatience  Simon 
Surge  sought  to  stop  him. 

"  I,  who  was  on  your  track,  woidd  have 
seen  that  it  was  so ;  would  have  seen  and 
been  sure  that  you,  cunning  and  bold  as 
you  are,  were  foiled  and  beaten.  But  not 
to  tell  you  this  alone  do  I  now  come  into 
your  presence,  where  the  shadow  of  my  life 
has  ever  been :  I  have  more  to  say,  which 
I  desire  to  say  face  to  face,  and  with  one, 
even  Mr.  Elt  here,  who  will  not  forget 
my  words,  to  hear  me.  You  and  I  have 
been  accomplices  in  guilt;  the  guilt  which, 
surviving  to  blast  my  happiness  for  ever, 
survives  stOl  to  drag  down  not  keener  but 
ruder  punishment  on  us  both.  Hear,  then, 
my  warning.  If  any  anger  exist  in  your 
breast,  put  from  you  every  course  to  which 
it  would  prompt  you.     If  any  of  that 
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passion  which  you  misdeemed  love  stffl 
lingers  with  you,  put  from  you  every 
thought  of  and  attempt  at  gratification.  Tor 
here  I  tell  you,  that  if  with  any  good 
reason  I  suspect  any  plot  or  design  on 
yoiu*  part  levdled  against  those  still  dearer 
to  me  than  life,  and  you  would  in  vain 
try  to  conoeal  yotir  purpose  from  me,  then 
I  will  at  once  denounce  both  you  and 
myself  to  that  justice  which,  howeva*  lin- 
gering, overhangs  and  may  yet  descend 
upon  you.  To  tell  you  this,  I  sought 
you  to-night." 

"Pleasing  as  it  has  been  to  me  to  see 
you,"  said  Simon  Burge,  "it  is  still  more 
pleasing  to  see  you  for  once  in*your  life  so^ 
resolute  and  determined  withal.  Yet,  as  you 
know  of  old,  it  takes  more  than  idle  words 
to  fright  me.  Not  so  easily  am  I  shaken 
from  my  purposes.  Let  not  Mr,  £lt  tell 
your  nieces  that  you  still  protect  them. 
They,  I  take  it,  would  fear  your  protection 
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as  much,  if  not  more,  than  my  persecu- 
tion." 

By  no  aDusions,  however  embittered,  could 
Mr*  Baul  be  moved  to  address  him  with  any 
other  words  beyond  those  necessary  for  the 
announcement  of  his  purpose.  He  waited 
until  Simon  Bui^  had  cmchided,  as  if  de-* 
layed  merely  by  some  casual  intcmipting 
sounds. 

"My  warning  is  not  a  futile  threat/'  he 
said,  when  the  other  had  ceased  to  speak. 
^  No  subtlety  shall  hide  from  me  any  scheme 
you  may  form;  no  fraud  nor  art  conceal 
from  me  its  devebpment.  From  the  moment 
such  scheme  has  birth,  you  will  be  in  danger. 
You  shall  find  that  I  did  not  come  here  to 
utter  merely  vain  words." 

Simon  Burge  was  about  to  retort,  but 
Mr.  Paul,  without  staying  to  hear  him,  left 
the  room  as  he  had  entered  it,  foUowed  by 
Mr.  Elt. 

From  the  latter  he  parted  as  soon  as  they 
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had  reached  the  street,  with  some  hurried, 
grateful  expressions. 

Mr.  Elt  kept  this  interview  a  secret,  for  he 
was  aware  that  what  he  had  heard  disclosed 
woidd  cause  Barbara  much  anxiety,  while  it 
would  too  surely  affright  and  afflict  Amy. 
On  the  following  day  he  sought  out  the  same 
street  and  house;  and  notwithstanding  the 
boldness  of  Simon  Surge's  words,  he  was  not 
much  surprised  to  see  that  the  rooms  which 
he  had  occupied  were  imtenanted.  On 
making  inquiry,  he  heard  that  he  had  that 
morning  left,  the  people  of  the  house  could 
not  tell  for  where.  He  had  given  them  no 
address  whatever. 

Time  passes  on,  even  through  days  whose 
hours  are  counted,  and  it  was  the  evening 
previous  to  the  morning  on  which  the  event- 
ful ceremony  was  to  take  place.  They  were 
all  assembled  together,  Barbara  and  Amy,  and 
Reuben  and  Father  Jeremy,  whose  clothes  had 
arrived,  and  fitted  him  even  to  his  own  satis- 
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faction,  which  was  equivalent  to  ecstacy  on  * 
the  part  of  his  tailor.  A  cab  stopping  at  the 
door,  and  a  subsequent  knocking,  somewhat 
surprised  them ;  but  to^  their  far  greater 
astonishment,  and  to  Reuben's  not  less  than 
any,  they  who  entered  were  his  grandmother, 
Mrs.  Leigh,  and  his  imde's  partner  and  friend, 
Mr.  Brant. 

They  did  not  make  a  very  formal  or  cere- 
monious introduction  of  it,  for  Mrs.  Leigh 
at  once  kissed  Barbara  and  Amy  (indeed,  as 
she  raised  her  head  and  saw  Amy's  bright, 
lovely  face,  she  kissed  her  once  again,  and 
with  a  good  will)*  She  shook  hands  with 
Mr.  Elt,  as  an  old  and  dear  friend  of  her 
grandson's,  and  Mr.  Brant  did  the  same  with 
them  all  round.  If  this  was  not  real  eti- 
quette, it  was  that  which  is  far  better,  an 
honest  obedience  to  the  impulse  of  kindly 
hearts. 

In  a  few  words  Mrs.  Leigh  explained  why 
she  had  come ;  not  that  any  reason  was  re- 
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quired,  but  that  she  herself  thought  some 
explanation  of  her  change  of  purpose  neces- 
sary. She  was  so  much  accustomed,  she 
said,  to  acquiesce  in  all  her  son  Mr.  Henry 
Leigh  suggested  or  proposed,  that  she  had 
not  altogether  realised,  in  the  hurry  of  the 
whole  transaction,  what  Reuben  was  about 
to  do.  But  when  she  had  considered  that 
it  was  to  be  a  real  bond  fide  marriage,  she 
conceived,  old  as  she  was,  that  she  might  be 
of  some  use,  and,  at  all  events,  was  deter- 
mined not  to  be  absent  from  her  grandson's 
marriage.  Mr.  Brant  she  had  easily  per- 
suaded to  accompany  her. 

It  was  further  arranged  by  Mrs.  Leigh, 
in  an  arbitrary  way,  which  there  was  no  gain- 
saying, and  which  Reuben  declared  to  be 
quite  in  opposition  to  his  uncle's  positive 
instructions,  that  after  the  ceremony  Barbara 
and  Reuben  were  to  go  away  together  to  see 
the  world,  she  said ;  and  that  she  and  Amy, 
under  the  care  of  Mr.  Brant,  should  return 
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ever  so  happy  to  Summerfield.  Mr.  Elt  was 
to  accompany  or  follow  them,  at  his  own 
good  pleasure.  When  in  settling  these  mat- 
ters the  evening  had  worn  away,  she  lingered 
behind  to  bid  Barbara  and  Amy  good-night, 
and  took  the  opportunity  then  to  present 
Barbara  with  what  she  whispered  was  the 
oflFering  of  herself  and  son,  and  the  token  of 
their  joint  good-will.  They  were  some  orna- 
ments, not  for  herself  alone,  but  for  Amy 
also,  whose  value,  whatever  it  might  be,  and 
it  was  not  small,  was  enhanced  by  the  suita- 
bility of  their  choice  and  allotment,  which 
showed  that  Mrs.  Leigh  had  not  listened 
with  a  heedless  ear  to  the  description  that 
she  must  have  heard  of  them  both,  and 
which  Reuben  alone  could  have  given ;  and 
where  would  they  choose  the  form  and  sem- 
blance of  their  features  to  be  drawn,  rather 
than  on  the  heart  and  memory  of  him  they 
both  almost  equally  loved. 

The  morning  dawned  with  all  the  bright- 
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ness  and  freshness  of  early  May.  If  on  Bar- 
bara or  Amy  Paul  the  struggling  thought 
obtruded  itself,  how  freshly  and  how  brightly 
it  might  have  rested  on  Glenwood,  and  the 
shaded  church  of  Lisnadill,  and  the  green 
path  that  Mr.  Andrews  would  have  trodden 
— ^if  any  such  picture  of  what  might  have 
been  forced  itself  upon  the  mind  of  either, 
it  was  quietly  subdued,  and  only  drew 
them  by  its:  silent  bond  more  closely  to- 
gether. 

In  accordance  with  their  previous  arrange- 
ment they  all  quietly  assembled  at  the 
appointed  chiirch;  and  on  a  simple  quiet 
circle  the  sun  that  came  beaming  through 
the  windows  arid  tessekted  with  rich  colours 
the  pavement  at  [their  feet,  cast  his  bright, 
if  somewhat :  chastened  raysu  Mr.  Elt,  gar- 
mented to  his  pierfect  satisfaction,  gave  away 
Barbara,  and  from  himi  who  had  tended  and 
watched  over  her  all  her  years  Reuben  grate- 
fully received:  her.    There  were  some  few 
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smiling  tears  ^  shed,  but  they  were  such  tears 
as  happiness  never  disowns. 

When  they  had  :  all  left  the  church,  but 
before  the.  echo  of:  theiri  steps  had  quite  died 
away,  and  while  the  attendant  waited  to  close 
the  doors,  an  old man  with ;  bent  figure  and 
sad  fece  paused  for  a .  moment  by  .  the  .altar 
where  they  had  stood,  and  then;  without 
raising  his  eyes,  passed  silently  forth: 

The  evening  of  the  same  day  saw  Amy 
Paul  separate  for  the  first  time  from  her 
sister,  striving  (it.  must  be  acknowledged) 
with  no:  little  effort  to  appear  cheerful  and 
happy  in  her  new  home  at  Sunimerfield. 
Moreover  she  had  bidden  dear  Father  Jeremy 
ferewell ;  and  though  she  knew  that  it  was 
only  for  a  time,  she  could  not  help  in  her 
foolish  heart  feeling  lonely  and  disconsolate. 
All  her  efforts,  and  thoughts,  and  feelings, 
Mrs.  Leigh  well  understood,  and  without 
appearing  to  do  so,  quietly  and  yet  effectually 
soothed  them.    Before  that  first  evening  had 
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passed,  Amy  felt  altogether  at  home  by  the 
side  of  the  kind  and  loving  old  lady. 

Mr.  Leigh,  retmning  from  work  at  his 
usual  hour,  asked  where  Reuben  had  gone, 
and  when  he  would  be  back.  When  he 
heard  that  he  and  his  wife  had  gone  to 
Paris,  and  that  Mrs.  Leigh  had  granted  them 
a  whole  month's  leave  of  absence,  he  said 
that  before  that  time  had  elapsed  idleness 
would  make  Reuben  fit  for  nothing,  and 
much  more  sensible  it  would  have  been  had 
they  all  returned  together.  .He  inquired  of 
Amy,  to  whom  his  welcome  was  not  less 
sincere  after  he  had  looked  upon  her,  why 
Mr.  Elt  had  not  accompanied  her ;  and  when 
he  had  learned  the  cause  of  his  absence,  his 
curiosity  as  to  all  that  had  taken  place 
seemed  fully  satisfied,  for  he  turned  to  Mr. 
Brant  to  tell  him  something  of  importance 
that  had  occurred  during  the  day. 

Long  before  the  month  was  past,  and 
when  Barbara  and  Reuben  returned,  they 
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found  that  Amy  had  aggrandised  to  herself 
a  very  lion*s  share  of  Mrs.  Leigh's  affections. 
Perfectly  ravenous  in  that  respect  she  showed 
herself.  If  any  one  stray  love  wandered 
from  the  fold  of  the  old  lady's  heart — and 
being  a  most  careless  watcher  some  one  very 
often  did — Amy  was  sure  to  lie  in  wait  for 
it  and  carry  it  off  and  utterly  devour  it. 
She  stole  in  like  a  lamb,  and  wore  her  dis- 
guise so  well  and  moved  about  so  demurely, 
that  none  could  have  suspected  the  perfect 
havoc  she  was  making.  And  stranger  than 
all,  so  senseless  and  spendthrift  a  shepherd 
was  Mrs.  Leigh,  that  she  seemed  rather  to 
like  the  destruction  than  otherwise. 

To  Reuben  it  was  truly  gratifying  to 
watch  this  exhibition  of  love  for  Amy,  and 
his  grandmother's  fond  pleasure  in  having 
her  always  by  her  side.  She  insisted  that 
she  should  bear  the  same  relation  to  Amy 
as  she  did  to  Barbara  and  Reuben,  and 
that  she  should  be  her  grandmother  also. 
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Whether  it  was  from  so  naming  her,  or 
from  some  more  occult  influence,  Amy  Paul 
called  her  so  at  last  with  a  belief  too 
assured  to  pause  upon  the  reality  of  the 
fact. 

Nor  had  Reuben  any  need  for  jealousy, 
notwithstanding  that  Amy  was  usually  his 
grandmother's  companion,  for  as  Mrs.  Leigh 
was  not  slow  to  instal  Barbara  as  mistress 
and  director  of  the  social  economy  of  Sum- 
merfield,  many  household  duties  devolved 
upon  her.  Amy's  monopoly  he  might  readily 
forgive,  if  he  believed  all  that  was  sometimes 
whispered  to  him  of  his  wife.  If  a  lottery 
be  the  "  fittest  comparison "  for  marriage, 
Reuben  was  led  to  think  that,:  notwithstanding 
the  liberal  store  of  blanks  therein,  he  at  least 
had  drawn  a  prize.  Or  if  to  marry  be  to 
"cast  a  die  of  great  contingency,"  the  result 
had  been  to  him  far  from  infelicitous ;  rather 
had  he  gained  a  "  sanctuaiy  and  a  refectory  ^ 
a  garden  of  sweetness  and  chaste  refresh* 
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ments,"  a  lot  said  to  await  him  only  who 
"  dwells  in  love." 

Mr.  Elt  came  on  his  promised  visit  to 
Summerfield,  and  before  it  was  concluded 
had  changed  his  residence  once  more.  Care- 
less in  its  choice  of  locality  is  the  heart,  and 
Mr.  Elt  found  himself  as  happy  in  the  town 
of  Birmingham  as  he  would  have  been  in 
the  rarest  scenery.  Every  Sunday  (besides 
many  week-days)  dear  Father  Jeremy,  con- 
tinuing so  in  every  scene,  dined  at  Summer- 
field  ;  and  throughout  all  that  working,  busy 
region  it  would  be  hard:  to  find  a  happier 
circle  than  gathered  together  there  for  the 
day  of  rest  and  of  quiet,  social  pleasure. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

Of  Summerfield  and  its  neighbourhood. 

On  a  large  gate,  which  formed  the  en- 
trance to  very  extensive  and  very  blackened 
premises,  the  passer-by  who  chose  to  stop 
for  the  purpose  might  have  read  in  bold 
letters,  "  Leigh  and  Brant."  Before  three 
months  had  elapsed  the  same  loiterer,  stop- 
ping with  the  same  laudable  curiosity,  would 
perceive  some  little  change,  and  instead  of 
the  former  words,  would  read  "  Leigh,  Brant, 
and  Leigh."  Reuben  Leigh  had  before  that 
time  been  admitted  as  a  partner  into  the 
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firm,  liable  to  its  debts  and  a  participator  in 
its  profits.  Mr.  Elt,  who  was  well  acquainted 
with  commercial  law,  having  in  the  course 
of  his  life  filed  three  several  writs  against 
three  several  defaulters  and  indorsers  of  bills 
of  exchange,  explained  these  matters  at 
length  and  with  great  lucidness  to  Barbara 
and  Amy.  He  succeeded  in  leaving  upon 
their  minds  the  impression  that  Reuben  had 
become  desperately  involved,  and  it  was  only 
when  he  descanted  upon  the  subject  of  the 
accruing  profits  that  they  saw  that  all  the 
entangled  doctrines  which  he  had  been  un- 
ravelling  before  them,  had  not  the  slightest 
application  to  the  circumstances  of  Leigh, 
Brant,  and  Leigh.  Mr.  Elt  fell  into  an 
error  common  even  in  places  of  the  highest 
repute,  for  many  is  the  speech  read  or  heard 
which  abounds  with  all  kinds  of  wisdom,  and 
is  wanting  only  in  the  one  practical  point  of 
being  exactly  applicable  to  the  matter  in 
question. 
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Never  was  such  ardour,  such  energy,  and 
such  unwearied  attention  carried  into  any 
business  as  Reubeii  Leigh  brought  with  him. 
Nevier  was  ardour,  energy,  or  attention  better 
directed  than  were  his  by  Mr.  Brant.  The 
latter's  skill  in  every  detail,  and  masterly 
grasp;  of  the  highest  principles, .  Reuben  had 
every  reason  to  adriiire,  and  earnestly  desired 
to,  equal  or  even  apiproach  them.  His  wife 
had  some  cause  for  jealousy  in  his  undivided 
attention  to  mere  business  matters,  and 
mijght  .  have  been  so  if  she  had  not  known 
that  all  generous  feelings  prompted  Reuben's 
exertions.  His  uncle,  however,  did  not 
bestow  upon  him  one  word  of  approbation 
or :  encouragement.  In  a.  cold  way,  and  as 
the  merest  matter  of  courise,  he  .  took  Reuben's 
constant  attendance  and.  his  labours,  which 
soon  became  useful  and  important.  His 
first  and  only  notice  was  when  at  the  end 
of  three  months'  trial,  he  advised  Reuben 
that  he  was  about,  with  the  approval  of  Mr. 
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Brant,  to  introduce  him  into  the  firm.  Con- 
ferring this  advancement  upon  him,  he  forth- 
with ruthlessly  exacted  one  or  two  hours 
from  his  evenings,  which  were  devoted  with 
himself  in  his  study,  to  the  purposes  of 
private  correspondence. 

Summerfield  (happily  for  Amy  Paul,  and 
as  its  name  required)  lay  at  some  distance 
from  the  more  immediately  manufacturing 
districts.  Between  it  and  that  region  whose 
soil  was  accumulated  ashes,  and  whose  canopy 
was  murky  clouds  of  smoke,  there  intervened 
some  flowery,  green  spaces ;  some  parks 
where  the  trees  could  boast  of  fresh,  im- 
sullied  leaves  ;  some  places  which  the  tarnish 
of  the  furnace  had  not  touched,  and  which 
were  still  free  from  the  choking  vapours  that 
from  the  tall  chimneys  pf  alkali  works  in 
certain  winds  came  heavily  down  and  rolled 
like  moving  rust  over  fields  and  foliage. 

When  Barbara  and  Amy  ventured  at  last, 
in  despite  of  Mrs.  Leigh's  admonitions,  to 
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visit  the  iron  works,  a  scene  presented  itself 
that  was  to  them  one  of  much  novelty.  Prom 
Glenwood,  with  its  intertwining  harmony  of 
the  songs  of  birds,  of  the  rustling  of  leafy 
trees,  of  the  fall  and  chafing  flow  of  waters, 
it  was  dissonant  indeed.  The  ceaseless  clatter 
as  they  approached,  warned  them,  Reuben 
said,  smilingly,  of  what  they  might  expect ; 
and  on  entering,  the  uproarious  clamour 
and  deafening  din  made  Barbara,  at  least, 
almost  regret  that  they  had  not  listened 
with  more  heed  to  Mrs.  Leigh's  cautioning 
advice.  As  for  Amy  she  yielded  herself  at 
once  to  the  spirit  of  the  place,  looking  as 
though  she  heard  a  hoarse  welcome  shouted 
by  every  rough  voice  around  her.  The  rising 
and  faUing  and  slow  swaying  to  and  fro  of 
huge,  black  arms ;  the  pulsing  and  throbbing, 
as  of  great  hearts,  of  labouring  engines ;  the 
low  dense  hum,  like  heavy  breathing,  of  the 
blast-fiimaces,  made  her  almost  believe  that 
in  some  dream  she  had  been  lowered  into 
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Stygian  caves  where  febled  Titans  for  their 
misdeeds  laboured  at  their  punishment.  Mr. 
Brant  smiled,  perceiving  how  from  the  impulse 
of  her  thoughts  she  drew  nearer  as  if  for  pro- 
tection  to  his  side. 

Nor  was  it  any  great  flight  for  her  fancy, 
as  they  went  further  on,  where  each  walked 
with  care,  and  printed  cautions  met  the  eye 
at  every  step,  to  imagine  herself  in  some 
strange  bewildering  scene  of  torture  or  in 
some  place  where  demoniac  beings  played 
cruel  pranks  of  hurt  and  mischief — here, 
whirling  and  revolving  above  her  head ;  here^ 
backward  and  forward  moving  swiftly  by  her 
steps ;  here,  round  and  round  with  unending 
motion ;  all  seeming  to  exult  in  the  terrible 
confusion,  and  all  amidst  such  talk  as  a 
thousand  iron  tongues  let  loose  to  clank  and 
grind,  and  screech  and  mutter  as  they  would, 
kept  up  together.  Still  walking  amidst  ob- 
jects as  fantastic  and  as  uncouthly  grouped 
as  the  creations  of  a  dream,  a  sense  of 
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oppression  and  awe  was  superadded,  at  sight 
of  huge  sledge-hammers,  to  which  those  that 
forged  the  thimder-bolts,  were  as  things  of 
gossamer,  dealing  their  squelching  blows 
with  unrelenting  force;  of  immense  cranes, 
in  embraces  grotesquely  rough,  dandling 
misshapen  and  unwieldy  blocks,  as  if  their 
crushing  weight  was  a  mere  delusion,  and 
they  were  merely  of  feathery  lightness ;  and, 
above  all,  at  sight  of  some  ruthless  monster 
tearing  strong  iron  to  pieces  with  calm 
wrath,  and  then  crunching  and  squeezing  all 
together  with  a  grim  satisfaction.  Past  these, 
and  yet  where  but  in  a  vision  could  be  seen 
such  deep-red  glaring  eyes;  such  leaping, 
living  flames ;  such  a  burst  of  molten  light, 
and  in  a  moment  more  such  sullen,  obdurate 
gloom. 

Mr.  Brant  had  enjoyed  Amy's  shuddering 
horror,  but  more  delight  had  he,  as  they 
walked  the  same  course  back,  in  dissolving, 
by  a  few  exorcising  words,  the  glamour  and 
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visionary  glare  that  had  hung  round  the 
scene ;  in  pointing  out  how  all  that  seemed 
most  confused  was  in  reality  most  simple; 
how  every  wheel,  and  shaft,  and  pulley  had 
its  own  allotted  task,  which  it  carefully  ful- 
filled, seeking  neither  to  interfere  with  its 
neighboiu",  or  to  overdo  its  own  work ;  how 
readily,  and  with  what  safety  of  speed,  the 
power  that  seemed  above  aU  human  might 
was  added  or  stayed ;  how  accurately  that 
which  now  descended  with  a  ponderous 
weight  before  which  the  solid  ground  seemed 
to  shrink,  accommodated  itself  to  fall  with 
the  softness  of  a  child's  hand. 

"  Ought  we  not.  Miss  Paul,"  he  said,  "  to 
be  in  some  measure  proud  to  have  such  un- 
flinching noble  workmen,  compared  with 
whom  the  giants  of  fable  are  mere  toys  and 
babies,  and  to  feel  that  our  mere  brain  it  is 
which  regulates  and  moves  them  all;  that 
without  its  moving  spirit  they  were  as  mere 
dead  blocks." 

VOL.  II.  o 


Digitized  by  Google 


194 


AMY  PAUL. 


There  were  many  other  places  in  the 
neighbourhood  to  which  they  gained  admit- 
tance, and  where  they  saw  many  things 
equally  simple,  when  taken  step  by  step,  and 
equally  marveQous  in  their  results.  Nor 
were  these  investigations  and  inquiries  with* 
out  their  use  to  Amy  Paul  For  the  eye  is 
a  great  teacher;  and  what  we  hear  is  of 
small  avail  compared  to  what  we  see.  It  is 
so  not  only  in  the  belief  awarded,  but  in  the 
influence  exerted  from  either  source  upon  the 
mind.  Even  in  ways  where  least  suspected 
the  eye  becomes  an  important  instructor; 
informing  the  mind  of  its  sleeping  powers, 
prompting  to  thdr  exercise,  and  thereby  ren- 
dering them  accurate  and  perfect. 

Simimer,  with  the  bold  love  of  a  conscious 
favourite,  continuing  to  crown  the  uxorious  old 
earth  with  a  green  chaplet,  irised  with  many 
flowers,  there  was  sunniness  enough  abroad 
often  to  tempt  out  Mrs.  Leigh,  and  the  more 
frequently  that  she  had  Amy  Paul  to  accom- 
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pany  her  in  her  drives.  Frequently  on  these 
occasions  they  called  at  Mr.  Elt's  abode  and 
insisted  upon  his  joining  them,  which  he  was 
generally  nothing  loth  to  do,  apart  from  his 
remorse  in  leaving  unfinished  some  important 
task  of  his  ever-busy  faculty  of  invention ;  for 
to  such  subjects  he  had  once  again  zealously 
applied  himself. 

Much  ingenuity  had  Amy  to  display  in 
directing  Mr.  Elt's  conversation,  so  as  to 
keep  it  dear  of  all  allusion  to  these  processes 
of  mechanical  skill.  This  was  a  matter  of 
no  little  nicety,  and  rendered  of  greater  diffi- 
culty by  the  breakers,  in  the  shape  of  tall 
chimneys,  which  so  often  lay  ahead  of  them, 
and  by  the  shoals,  in  the  form  of  manufac- 
turing establishments,  which  often  surrounded 
them.  Failure  had  no  effect  on  Mr.  Elt ; 
his  genius  was  hydra-headed  and  phoenix- 
winged.  No  lopping  nor  burning  sufficed  to 
destroy  it.    It  reared  a  new  head,  and  rose 
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refreshed  from  its  ashes.  He  continued  to 
have  inventions  constantly  on  hand,  which, 
when  brought  to  perfection,  would,  he 
averred,  be  well  worthy  of  being  patented. 
It  was  in  vain  to  attempt  to  prove  to  him 
that  his  present,  like  some  of  his  former 
eflforts,  were  merely  old  ideas  revived.  He 
steadily  refused  to  believe  that  that  which  to 
him  was  the  inspiration  of  some  felicitous 
moment,  was  merely  the  faded  lines  of  me- 
mory traced  afresh.  No  patentee  was  ever 
more  orthodox  in  rejecting  that  bold  heresy. 
Once  or  twice,  indeed,  he  spoke  of  his  im- 
pending success  with  such  confidence,  and 
expressed  his  determination  of  applying  forth- 
with for  a  patent  with  such  seriousness,  that 
Amy,  who  had  heard  that  a  patent,  in  fur- 
therance of  its  design  to  promote  improve- 
ment, was  granted  only  at  considerable  cost, 
grew  apprehensive  lest  Father  Jeremy  should 
plunge  himself  into  fruitless  expense.  In 
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her  fear  she  had  recourse  to  Reuben,  who 
laughingly  undertook  the  task  of  uprooting 
Mr.  Elt's  sanguine  hopes. 

This  predisposition  to  invention  on  the 
part  of  Father  Jeremy,  was  of  detriment  to 
her  in  more  ways  than  one,  and  would  have 
proved,  but  for  her  tyranny,  a  serious  ob- 
stacle to  her  wishes.  The  mind  does  not 
readily  subside  from  excitement,  even  when 
it  has  been  forced  into  such  scenes ;  and  this 
unconscious  reluctance  it  may  have  be^ 
which  caused  Amy  Paul  to  be  eager  in 
searching  out  every  object  of  novelty  which 
the  neighbourhood  presented.  When  de- 
terred from  pressing  any  of  the  others  into 
her  service  by  the  stem  air  of  business  they 
all  wore,  and  when  she  sought  to  make 
^unends  to  herself  for  this  faltering  diffidence 
by  the  boldness  of  her  attacks  on  Father 
Jeremy,  not  seldom  was  she  met  by  lus 
serious  and  grave  assurance  of  the  value  and 
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importanee  of  the  ideas  and  trains  of  thought 
which  she  insisted  upon  interruptmg. 

"  Dear  Father  Jeremy/*  was  her  only  reply^ 
"  you  must  give  over  puzzling  yourself ;  at 
least  ki  my  {H'esence  you  must  forsake  all 
this  solemn  pondering.  The  moon  does  not 
hate  dark  fk)atmg  clouds  more  than  do  I 
these  dimming  mists  of  the  ln*ain.*^ 

And  for  and  on  account  of  her  expressed 
dislike  he  would  give  them  up,  and  allow 
himself  to  he  persuaded  to  whatever  course 
.   she  desired^ 

Thus,  one  summer  evening  (it  was  Mr. 
Brant's  suggestion),  she  prevailed  xipoa  Bar^ 
bara  and  Mr*  Elt  to  be  hnr  companions  on 
an  excursion  into  the  smdcy,  coal-bladcened 
districts,  for  no  other  purpose  than  to  see 
the  numerous  fires,  from  the  smiting  ftuv 
nadeSi  dotting  the  face  of  the  country,  break- 
ihg  up  through  the  twilight,  and  growing 
more  and  more  vivid  as  night  set  further 
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in.  At  his  own  works  Mr.  Brant  joined 
them,  saying  that  he  was  bound  in  duty  to 
be  their  guide,  from  having  proposed  to  Miss 
Paul  the  task. 

They  passed  groups  of  men  who  had  risen 
at  that  hour,  and  were  proceeding  to  work, 
gaining  by  the  change  the  coolness  of  the 
summer  night.  They  saw  women  busy  in 
out-sheds  and  small  shops  making  nails,  and 
wearing  (Amy  thought)  no  very  feminine 
appearance.  They  passed  by  grim-looking 
colliers,  who  had  just  emerged  from  the 
earth,  and  soiled  and  wearied  were  proceed^ 
ing  homewards.  Their  path  brought  them 
close  by  rows  and  knots  of  cottage  houses, 
where  the  more  skilful  artisan  was  spending 
in  his  garden  the  hours  of  leisure.  A  dim, 
indistinct  hum  pervaded  the  whole  air, 
sharpening  into  a  clattering  chunour  as  they 
approached  some  iron  works;  rising  into  a 
deeper  note  as  some  blasting  furnace  sent  its 
sonorous  voice  through  the  night ;  and  then 
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floating  so  fan  above  them  that  they  could 
hear  the  washing  of  the  boat,  as  heavily  laden 
it  toiled  on  its  slow  way  up  the  sluggish 
canal. 

"Would  not  one  almost  think,"  said 
Barbara  Leigh,  "that  those  scattered  fur- 
naces, with  their  overflowing  flames,  were  the 
watch-fires  of  some  gathered  host ;  the  hun^ 
of  whose-  ranks  one  can  perceive  so  plainly  in 
the  air." 

"  And  are  they  not,"  said  Mr.  Brant,  "  the 
beacon-fires  of  a  people  in  arms  against  the 
direst  foe  ?  The  whole  country  around,  Mrs. 
Leigh,  is  gathered,  striving  like  a  mighty 
host,  and  battling  off  two  most  relentless 
enemies — ^idleness  and  want.  It  is  a  sad  sight 
when  even  one  of  these  fires  is  forced  to  be 
extinguished,  and  when  the  people  who 
watched  around  it  are  put  to  rout,  pursued 
and  trampled  upon  by  misery,  and  hunger, 
and  disease,  and  all  their  ruthless  followers." 

"  There  seem  just  now^"  observed  Barbara, 
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"  more  signs  of  pressing  forward  than  symp- 
toms of  yielding." 

"Thankful  that  it  is  so,"  returned  Mr. 
Brant,  "we  best  show  our  thanks  by  in- 
creased eflforts:  not  merely  choosing  our 
ground  skilfully,  but  intrenching  ourselves 
firmly." 

"  Look,"  exclaimed  Amy,  "  at  the  dark 
figures  that  flit  between  us  and  the  flames. 
What  do  they  ?  Do  they  not  seem  like  the 
visions  of  some  bewildered  brain  ?" 

"Mysterious  eclipses  as  they  are,"  re- 
plied Mr.  Brant,  "  they  merely  supply  fi-esh 
fuel  to  the  fiimaces  through  their  open 
tops." 

"  Yet  does  their  oflSce  fit  their  appear- 
ance," returned  Amy.  "It  would  be  hard 
to  assign  to  them  a  more  appropriate  duty, 
watching  them  at  this  distance,  than  that  of 
feeding  insatiate,  devouring  flame." 

Soon  afterwards  they  turned  homewards. 
When  about  a  mile  distant  jfrom  Summer- 
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field,  Amy  proposed  that  they  should  send  on 
the  carriage,  and  make  the  best  of  their  way 
home  themselves  afoot.  As  the  night  was 
fine  they  all  readily  assented.  Even  Father 
Jeremy,  whose  activity  was  at  times  growing 
rather  quiescent,  willingly  complied. 

They  had  left  the  grim  scenes  of  labour^ 
with  all  their  noise,  and  flame,  and  blackness, 
behind  them ;  and  the  air  that  breathed  upon 
their  fauces  went  past  with  a  fresh,  pure  feel, 
bound  for  places  where  it  would  come  and 
linger  for  a  moment,  with  its  old  dear  story 
of  woods  and  fields.  The  fires  amidst  which 
they  had  been  wandering  had  made  the  night 
appear  to  have  darkly  descended,  but  away 
from  their  glare  they  could  perceive  that 
evening  looked  lingeringly  back  upon  the 
earth,  though  overhead  the  stars  made  visible 
the  dark-blue  sky. 

"  The  mystery  of  the  sun  has  disappeared/' 
said  Mr.  Brant,  "  and  a  thousand  mysteries  as 
o^«at  look  down  upon  us." 
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"I  thought,"  said  Barbara  Leigh,  "that 
Science  had  a  silver  wand,  by  which  she  mar- 
shalled the  stars  themsdves,  and  read  for  h^ 
foUow^  all  thdr  mysteries/' 

"Yet  is  the  light,"  returned  Mr.  Brant> 
"wherein  our  life  runs  its  short  riot,  a 
mystery  and  a  secret.  Darkness  is  a  weak, 
thin  mantle,  compared  with  the  impenetrable 
veil  of  light.  Nothing  that  comes  within 
our  conception  or  imagination  has  ever  hinted 
whence  is  supplied  the  luminous  wave  that 
rolls  and  bums  round  the  sun's  surface,  and 
the  starry  firmament  upon  which  we  gaze, 
looks  down  upon  us  the  same  unread  and 
unreadable  mystery  multiplied  a  thousand* 
fold." 

"  Science  has  taught  us  one  great  thought," 
said  Mr.  Elt,  with  elevated  sapience,  "  that 
even  now  we  look  upon  a  congregated  host  of 
worlds." 

"  Or  rather,"  observed  Mr.  Brant,  smiling 
at  this  exchange  of  wisdom,  "  of  the  suns  of 
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worlds — the  central  and  governing,  powers  of 
far-oflf  systems :  not  jumbled  together  to  jar 
and  dash  one  with  the  other,  but  separated 
by  wide  gulfs  of  dark,  almost  limitless 
space," 

"  Does  it  not,"  said  Barbara  Leigh,  "  fix 
fear  amidst  the  stars  to  tell  us  of  such  a 
.fitting  throne  for  it  as  black  worldless 
vacuity." 

"The  wand  of  science  does  at  least  de- 
throne that  monster,"  replied  Mr.  Brant. 
"Nothing  exists  to  check  the  aspiration 
which  seeks  to  know  and  discover  the  prin- 
ciple of  order  which  rules  the  celestial  mul- 
titudes. Nothing  exists  to  stay  us  in  that 
high  flight  which  brings  the  human  intellect 
to  the  feet  of  God." 

"  If  it  be  a  weakness,"  said  Amy  Paul, 
speaking  for  the  first  time,  and  giving  ex- 
pression to  her  own  train  of  thought,  "to 
linger  with  contented  step  upon  the  earth 
amidst  the  little  and  the  transitory,  there  may 
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be  equal  weakness  in  those  who  essay  far* 
higher  flights." 

"Do  you  think,"  rejomed  Mr.  Brant, 
"  that  the  latter  coiu-se  is  the  greater  weak- 
ness because  it  involves  the  greater  sacrifice  ? 
But  why,  in  springing  for  an  upward  flight, 
crush  even  the  lowliest  flower,  or  in  essaying 
it,  scorn  the  humblest  object  ?  You  know 
the  old  simile :  no  bird  soars  more  brightly 
than  the  lark ;  none  nestles  so  low." 

Amy  felt  that  his  words  trod  the  shadow 
of  her  thoughts.  With  a  flushing  upon 
her  brow,  imseen  in  the  dim  light,  she  an- 
swered : 

"  The  lark  as  it  soars,  and  even  when  we 
think  that  it  is  lost  in  the  sparklings  of  the 
air,  watches  and  remembers  its  home  below. 
The  stars,  with  all  their  cold  sublimity,  are 
not  our  instructors.  Our  best  thoughts, 
even  as  the  music  of  the  sky-lark's  song,  are 
fed  by  this  our  own  world.  Our  loftiest 
speculations  may  be  supplied  by  all  that  it 
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teaches  us.  But  the  starry  heavens  are  too 
far  away.  Their  stillness  and  eternal  quiet 
weigh  down  and  oppre$s  the  heart.  We 
would  not  gasse  upon  them  long  without 
sighing  for  a  change." 

Amy  had  never  before  caught  herself 
making  a  speech  to  Mr,  Brant;  and  this 
one  she  left,  like  a  young  speaker  whose 
thoughts  forsake  him,  half  finished. 

Whether  Mr.  Brant  were  in  truth  the 
upholder  of  contrary  sentiments,  or  merely 
wished  to  lure  from  Amy's  lips  some  further 
gentle  declamation,  he  rejoined : 

"  Yet  to  some  their  freedom  from  vicissi- 
tude  is  their  greatest  charm.  To  them  it 
is  a  pleasure  to  find  some  objects  fixed  and 
imalterable;  unheedful  of  all  our  puny  efforts, 
untroubled  by  all  our  petty  fates.  Change 
is  a  poor  source  for  joy  or  grief;  and  yet, 
Miss  Paul,  what  else  feeds  all  our  pleasures 
and  all  our  sorrows?  To  other  beings  this 
earth  may  shine  an  unsullied  star;  to  us  it 
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is  merely  a  some  of  superficial  change. 
What  wise  man  would  build  his  happiness 
on  such  a  basis  ?" 

And  what,  Mr.  Brant,  is  the  happiness 
of  a  wise  man  ?"  asked  Amy  Paul.  "  From 
a  grateful  memory  I  could  record  the  plea- 
sures that  such  places  as  my  old  home  in 
Ireland  afford,  which  I  would  have  thought 
calm  and  sufficient  even  for  a  wise  man,  but 
which  may  be  only  weak  and  foolish,  for 
truly  they  are  all  furnished  by  change — ^the 
pleasure  that  is  in  the  woods  when  the  green 
summer  dwells  there,  the  pleasure  that  is  in 
the  wide  fields  when  winter  whose  stern- 
ness never  injures,  prepares  them  to  bloom 
again." 

"  These,  Miss  Paul,"  returned  Mr.  Brant, 
"  are  sentient  pleasures.  Those  of  a  wise 
man  are  intellectual.  They  are  found  in 
reaching  to  fresh  wisdom,  in  adding  new 
strength  to  his  force  of  thought." 
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Barbara  smiled  as  she  noted  the  se- 
riousness with  which  Amy  at  once 
responded. 

"  Surely  these  objects  may  be  attained," 
she  said,  ''without  leaving  this  earth.  Re- 
coflect  the  only  step  that  ever  left  the  foot- 
prints of  Heaven  trod  its  highways,  and  do 
not  deny  that  the  greatest  and  wisest  thoughts 
may  linger  there  too.  And  not  without 
lessons  of  both  strength  and  wisdom  may  be 
the  lowly  sorrows  that,  like  waves  left  by 
some  prevailing  wind,  furrow  the  earth's 
surface." 

She  was  going  on  to  tell  how  grief  may 
be  the  nurse  to  strength  of  mind,  but  once 
more  she  stopped  short,  rather  alarmed  at 
her  own  boldness  of  speech. 

"  If  change  be  human,"  said  Barbara, 
wishing  to  relieve  Amy's  pause,  for  she  saw 
how  her  thoughts  turned  to  her  own  expe- 
rience, "  I  thought  that  the  canopy  above 
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US,  stiU  and  quiescent  as  it  looks,  was  not 
without  humanity." 

"  Nor  is  it,"  said  Mr.  Brant.  "  For  the 
purposes  of  our  argument,  I  merely  assumed 
that  it  was  so.  The  sky  to  some  eyes  has 
become  a  familiar  landscape,  and  as  we  in 
such  landscape  would  detect  any  new  object 
or  change,  so  have  they  observed  changes 
and  variations  amidst  the  stars:  some  now 
lost  to  sight  and  others  bursting  out 
anew." 

Mr.  EUt  made  some  observation  as  to  the 
mode  in  which  these  variations  were  chroni- 
cled. He  seemed  to  blame  the  names  by 
which  the  heavens  are  mapped  out,  and  so 
far  to  coincide  with  Amy  Paul. 

And,  indeed,  Mr.  Brant  was  preparing  to 
recant  much  that  he  had  lu-ged  in  opposition 
to  her  philosophy,  admiring  perhaps,  not  it 
so  much  as  its  promulgator,  when  Reuben 
Leigh,  joining  them,  interrupted  him.  He 
had  been  dispatched  to  warn  them  home, 
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through  fear  of  the  night-air  and  night-dews, 
and  all  the  other  evil  spirits  that  wander 
through  the  dusky  evening.  They  were 
almost  at  their  own  gate,  however,  when  he 
delivered  his  message. 

"  What,"  he  said,  "  all  afoot  and  all  wan^ 
dering.  But  I  did  not  think,  Mr.  Brant, 
that  you  had  been  a  partner  in  this  idle 
excursion." 

"  Far  from  idle  has  it  been,"  replied  the 
latter.  "  For  the  last  half  hour  we  have 
been  busy  trying  to  humanise  the  stars 
themselves.  Miss  Paul  thinks  they  have 
too  little  in  common  with  us  to  be  the 
objects  of  unlimited  admiration." 

"  Why,  Amy,"  said  Reuben,  for  Amy 
checked  all  exposition  of  her  real  thoughts, 
"  would  you  have  us  at  good  fortune  or  ill, 
at  praise  or  dispraise,  do  more  than  in  the 
language  of  metaphor,  *  knock  our  heads 
against  the  stars?'  a  feat  which  flattering 
Horace  promised  to  perform,  if  the  judg- 
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ment  he  affected  so  much  to  appreciate,  were 
accorded  him." 

"  Come,  Mr.  Elt,"  cried  Barbara,  "  you 
and  I  and  Amy  will  hurry  on,  and  free  Mrs. 
Leigh  from  her  fears.  Reuben  has  ven- 
tured upon  classic  and  therefore  forbidden 
ground." 

"  Do  not  pretend  to  despise  my  classic 
lore,"  he  exclaimed.  "  Recollect  your  vow 
is  not  only  to  obey  but  to  honour."  While 
he  spoke,  however,  Barbara  was  beyond 
hearing,  leaving  him  and  Mr.  Brant  to  pur- 
sue  their  way  leisurely  up  the  avenue. 

Throughout  this  interview,  it  struck  Amy 
Paul  that  for  the  love  of  the  heart  Mr.  Brant 
took  or  affected  little  care.  To  him  (as  it 
seemed  to  her)  the  architecture  of  the  hea- 
vens, and  all  the  rich  fdrnishing  of  the  earth, 
were  beautiful  merely  with  the  beauty  of 
arrangement  and  adaptation.  Her  philoso- 
phy, that  sympathised  with  all  things  lovely  . 
even  for  the  sake  of  their  loveliness,  roused 
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itself  in  opposition  to  this  indifferentism  and 
cold  disparagement 

When  yielding  to  Mrs.  Leigh's  persua- 
sions, Mr.  Brant  had  accompanied  her  to  be 
present  at  Reuben's  marriage,  he  doubtless 
thought  that  he  had  made  an  all-sufficient 
sacrifice  to  the  occasion,  for  on  his  return 
he  withdrew  himself  to  his  usual  occupations 
and  studies.  Insensibly,  however,  he  began 
to  linger  more  frequently  in  Mrs.'  Leigh's 
parlour,  and  to  join  in  the  conversation 
there.  He  may  have  discovered  some  signs 
of  a  gifted  mind,  and  perceived  in  her  words 
its  undeveloped  powers,  and  so  have  been 
attracted  to  Amy  Paul,  for  after  a  time  he 
found  himself  very  often  by  her  side,  con- 
versing with  her.  He  must  not  have  met 
with  any  disappointment,  for  the  desire  grew 
upon  him  to  supply  what  he  conceived  want- 
ing in  her  mental  training ;  in  which  resolve 
there  may  have  been  after  all  a  mere  quiet 
self-flattery  paid  his  own  intellect. 
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For  this  purpose,  though  wisely  he  did 
not  impart  it  to  Amy  herself,  he  supplied 
her  with  books  which  he  thought  adapted 
to  further  his  object  and  marked  out  for  her 
use  similar  passages  in  larger  volumes.  All 
unconsciously  she  became  a  student,  not  in 
the  temple  of  imagination  of  which  she  had 
once  boasted  herself  a  priestess,  but  in  the 
Doric  halls  of  reason.  Often  she  and  Mrs. 
Leigh  the  younger  ventured  into  Mr. 
Brant's  library,  to  watch  the  progress  of 
some  experiment  which  he  had  promised  to 
exhibit  and  expound  to  them.  Sometimes, 
when  she  came  merely  in  quest  of  a  book, 
Mr.  Brant  would  find  his  gaze  wandering 
from  the  reason-linked  and  thought-fofged 
deduction  before  him,  following,  perhaps,  un- 
wittingly,  the  face  lit  with  a  radiant  smile 
that  flitted  momentarily  and  silently  past 
him. 

Throughout  these  summer  months,  on 
many  an  excursion  which  delayed  in  its 
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commencement  until  an  advanced  hour  of 
the  day  by  the  necessities  of  business,  was 
in  consequence  prolonged  into  a  twilight 
or  a  starry  hour;  on  many  a  stroll  when 
the  evening  was  one  of  leisure  and  tempting 
coohiess ;  through  many  a  social  gathering 
in  Mrs.  Leigh's  parlour,  Mr.  Brant  found 
himself  by  Amy  Paul's  side,  listening  to 
words  which  were  very  far  from  being  wise 
or  learned  words,  but  which  yet  had  an 
indescribable  charm  for  his  ear.  He  conti- 
nued his  watchful  care  over  her  mind,  leading 
her  with  a  quiet  unobserved  hand  into  the 
ways  of  knowledge,  and  this  no  doubt  in- 
creased his  interest.  Many  an  observation 
suggested  by  the  profoundest  wisdom  he 
made  to  Reuben  Leigh,  upon  the  subject 
of  these  conversations,  reasoning  upon  results 
and  causes  with  unmoved  words,  which 
seemed  congealed  by  the  cold  region  they 
passed  through  into  the  haU  of  language. 
And  what,  though  Amy  was  sometimes 
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tempted  into  arguments  in  which  she  gene* 
rally  discovered  how  differently  she  thought 
from  what  she  imagined  she  did  ?  and  what, 
though  sometimes  she  entered  the  lists  and 
conducted  a  triumphant  dispute  against 
Rueben  Leigh  ?  there  was  very  little  chance 
after  all  of  her  becoming  the  blue-stocking 
of  which  she  expressed  so  much  dread  and 
laughing  horror.  Never  did  logic  which  is 
the  "  fancy"-art  of  reason,  and  of  about  the 
same  amount  of  practical  utility,  boast  of 
such  gentle  fisty-cuffs  as  Amy  Paul,  with 
Mr.  Brant  for  a  general  backer,  was  wont 
to  serve  out.  All  in  vain,  too,  did  she 
endeavour  to  reduce  her  language  to  a  severe, 
grave  style ;  in  spite  of  her  efforts,  it  was 
irradiated  and  made  musical  by  her  fancies 
^'like  the  murmuring  of  bees  in  summer's 
rain." 

"  Education,"  observed  Mr.  Brant,  speak- 
ing on  this  subject  of  blue-stockings,  and 
closing  a  discussion  which  Mr.  Leigh's  inve- 
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terate  newspaper  had  provoked,  ''does  not 
consist  of  a  mass  of  learning.  Which  of  ns 
has  not  seen  French  placed  upon  Italian, 
music  heaped  upon  painting,  accomplishment 
piled  upon  accomplishment,  until  Ossa  upon 
Pelion  and  the  Titan-— reared  mountain  dwin- 
dles in  comparison  with  the  soaring  heights 
of  learned  lore.  Which  of  us  has  not  seen 
that  mountain  grievously  in  labour,  and 
watched,  too  sad  almost  to  laugh,  while 
the  mouse  of  intellect  came  creeping  from 
.  below  it?" 

Whether  due  to  her  progress  in  wisdom  or 
not,  before  long  Mr.  Leigh  (not  Reuben,  but 
his  unde)  seemed  to  think  that  the  humorous 
passages  in  his  newspapers  acquired  fresh 
zest  if  they  called  forth  her  smile  or  provoked 
her  laugh.  In  time  he  trusted  to  her  dis^ 
crimination  so  much,  that  he  read  no  periodi- 
cals except  such  as  she  recommended  Those 
she  laid  before  him  were  sure  to  be  the  com- 
panions of  his  drives  or  walks. 
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Notvddistanding  her  fears  lest  she  should 
be  converted  into  a  blue-stocking,  the  efforts 
and  attention  of  Mr.  Brant  b^iin  and  be* 
stowed  upon  her  with  single  kindness ;  the 
life  of  peaceful  variety  that  from  day  to  day 
stirred  her  with  feelings  of  thankfulness ;  the 
strength  it  might  be,  for  such  is  often  the 
case,  which  her  mind  contracted,  while  with 
all  its  resilient  powers  it  essayed  to  rise  from 
the  depths  of  grief  into  which  it  had  been 
depressed — all  these  dowered  Amy  Paul  with 
a  source  of  joy  and  pride  that  nothing  could 
deprive  her  of.  Conscious  of  the  silent  de- 
velopment of  her  mental  power,  and  well 
aware  that  it  had  bung  trembling  in  the 
balance,  she  rejoiced  in  her  increase  of 
wisdom,  believing  it  a  barrier  and  sure  de« 
fence  against  feelings  and  memories  that  had 
well-nigh  overwhelmed  her,  and  which  did 
sometimes  even  still  stay  her  words  into  more 
sad  and  thoughtful  expression.  Truly  there 
was  something  beautiful,  and  no  way  dis- 
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pleasing,  in  the  simple  seriousness  that  at 
times  clothed  her  brow,  and  for  the  moment 
counterchanged  her  smiles. 

"  See,  Barbara,"  she  cried,  approaching  her 
sister  with  hasty  steps,  "  here  is  a  letter  from 
our  little  friend,  and  my  dear  little  sweetheart, 
Charley  Andrews.'^ 

Barbara  Leigh  inquired  with  loving  anxiety 
for  all  their  old  friends  of  the  Parsonage. 
They  were  all  well.  Health,  like  an  angej, 
ascended  and  descended  the  steps  of  stairs, 
loitered  upon  each,  and  left  each  crowned  with 
joyous  bloom. 

"  And  whom  do  you  think  the  dear  little 
fellow  tells  me  of?"  cried  Amy,  "  and  whom 
do  you  think  he  has  expended  all  his  care 
upon  ever  since  we  left  ?  None  other  than 
glorious  Neptune;  faithful  old  Neptune, 
roughest  and  wisest  of  dogs." 

Barbara  heard  this  intelligence  with  a  smile, 
and  expressed  her  satisfaction.  . 

''Barbara,"  said  Amy  again,  "we  must 
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have  one  or  two  of  Mr.  Andrews'  sons  over 
here.  You  must  speak  to  Reuben  upon  the 
matter.  We  shall  make  them  men  of  business 
and  rich  manufacturers,  or  at  all  events  men 
of  skiU,  worthy  any  place  of  their  bread.  The 
first  that  comes  must  bring  over  Neptune ; 
though  I  sigh  to  think  our  horrible  canal 
will  be  Neptune's  only  swimming  place." 

Barbara  considered  that  what  Amy  sug- 
gested (not  as  to  Neptune,  but  as  to  Mr. 
Andrews'  sons)  was  worthy  of  being  thought 
over.  It  was  a  staid  phrase,  this  last,  most 
becoming  to  a  sober  matron,  and  as  such  no 
doubt  Barbara  had  acquired  it. 

But  not  half  quick  nor  decided  enough  for 
Amy.  She  saw  the  thing  could  be  accom- 
plished, and  accomplished  she  was  determined 
it  should  be.  Then,  having  settled  that  affair, 
she  stood  for  some  moments  pondering  upon 
the  contents  of  her  letter. 

"  Dear   Glenwood,"   she  said  at  last. 
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"Barbara,  we  were  very  happy  there  for  a 
time/' 

"  Very  happy  indeed,  Amy,"  replied  her 
sister. 

"  There  was  such  peace  and  quiet  about  it, 
with  its  shadowed  lawns  and  over-hanging 
wrtods,"  she  continued,  "  and  old  sheltering 
Coll  rising  behind  with  its  brown  sides. 
One's  thoughts,  I  think,  set  themselves  to 
the  soft  whispering  sounds  that  filled  the 
place,  and  came  to  move  in  accordance  with 
them.  Quiet  and  happy  they  might  have 
been,  but  for  that  fearful  grief  that  obtruded 
itself  so  darkly  and  sternly  upon  us." 

"  Sternly,  indeed,  upon  us,"  returned  Bar- 
bara Leigh;  "but  most  sternly  and  darkly 
upon  you,  Amy." 

"  Yet  was  the  agony  I  suffwed  not  altoge- 
ther improductive  of  good,"  replied  the  latter. 
"It  broke  up  the  trembling  clouds  that 
shadowed  my  mind,  Barbara,  and  which  in 
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some  measure  hid — did  they  not  ? — the  light, 
or  caused  it  to  fall  with  chequered  tracery. 
The  light  is  stronger  and  purer  now,  dear 
sister;  and  without  loving  any  one  better, 
I  better  know  why  they  deserve  my 
love." 

Thus  conscious  of  the  change  that  had 
developed  itself  in  her  mind  was  Amy  Paul. 
The  rude  wind  that  swept  away  some  blos- 
soms, had  not  had  power  to  wither  or  blight 
the  fruit  that  was  swelling  to  perfect  shape, 
and  round  which  still  bloomed  some  glowing 
leaves. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

Mr.  Elt  finds  many  opportunities  for  pleasure,  and 
Mr.  Brant  expounds  to  Reuben  Leigh  his  ideas 
(recently  corrected)  on  the  subject  of  happiness. 

When  Night,  long  forced  to  be  content 
with  the  smallest  portion  possible  of  the 
twenty-four  hours,  and  even  that  small  share 
disturbed  by  glimmering  efforts  on  the  part 
of  day,  after  a  brief  truce  and  mocking  treaty 
for  equalised  rights,  made  to  herself  amends 
for  all  that  she  had  lost,  and  drove  the  day 
pale  and  shivering  almost  altogether  from 
the  field ;  and  when  she  had  gained  Winter, 
like  a  northern  tyrant,  to  be  her  ally  and 
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abettor ;  then,  bidding  defiance  to  them  both, 
light  and  life  retreated  into  safe  quarters  and 
abode  with  Mrs.  Leigh,  taking  refuge  in  that 
room  already  described,  and  which  was  so 
well  constructed  for  a  fortress  and  citadel. 
In  its  snugness  and  warmth  it  rivalled  the 
cozy  library  of  Castle  Elt ;  and  Mr.  Elt,  who 
not  unfrequently  shared  its  comforts,  acknow- 
ledged its  claims  to  equality. 

The  only  enduring  sadness  that  Mrs. 
Leigh  had  ever  known,  had  arisen  from  the 
loss  of  her  son,  and  this  painful  impression 
Reuben  served  to  remove.  This  soothing 
effect  of  his  presence  made  Mrs.  Leigh 
desirous  to  have  him  ever  nigh  her,  and 
many  evenings  that  he  could  not  well  spare 
and  for  which  he  had  to  work  far  into  the 
night — for  he  well  knew  the  weakness  of  such 
excuse  for  work  neglected  to  his  uncle — ^were 
for  her  sake  devoted  to  the  circle  that 
gathered  round  her  fire.  Mr.  Brant,  in 
whose  department  letter-writing  was  not,  was 
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more  frequently  Mrs.  Leigh's  guest  and 
visitor. 

Sometimes  Mr.  Leigh,  with  a  heartiness 
of  voice  that  no  amount  of  labour  could 
dejM-ess,  and  with  a  marvellous  power  of 
isolating  his  thoughts  and  devoting  himself 
to  the  purpose  in  hand,  even  though  that 
purpose  were  amusement,  would  come  sud- 
denly in  upon  them.  Pleasant  words  and 
cheerful  laughter  were  sure  to  accompany 
him.  Sometimes  he  would  at  once  enter 
into  a  sharp  discussion  with  Mr.  Elt,  whose 
qualities  of  sharpness  and  earnestness  ren- 
dered their  argument  quite  amusing  to  their 
hearers.  To  occupy  such  time  as  he  did 
not  spend  at  Summerfield,  Mr.  Elt  wrote 
letters,  in  a  series  which  he  carefully  filed,  to 
his  tenant,  Michael  Trouton.  In  these,  with 
a  minuteness  which  former  experience  had 
taught  him  to  be  necessary,  he  detailed  the 
newest  improvements  and  latest  theories  in 
agriculture,  diversifying  the  tediousness  and 
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dryness  of  his  subject  by  eloquent  appeals, 
exhorting  to  improvement  and  the  benefit  of 
example,  and  addressed  at  once  to  Mr.  Trou- 
ton's  patriotism  and  love  of  gain,  feelings 
which  of  late  days  are  often  not  very  widely 
apart.  The  letters  which  he  received  ia 
answer,  speUed  with  a  peculiar  orthography, 
folded  and  directed  in  an  equally  peculiar 
style,  and  above  all  wafered  with  an  amount 
of  secrecy,  which  must  have  alarmed  every 
official  who  had  to  deal  with  them  on  their 
passage — ^all,  however,  of  the  most  implicit 
acquiescence  in  his  plans  and  suggestions, 
gave  him  the  very  highest  opinion  of  Mr. 
Trouton's  abilities,  and  rendered  him  con- 
fident that  the  Irish  difficulty,  if  it  were  not 
the  mere  myth  of  party,  could  be  solved  with 
incomprehensible  simplicity. 

In  his  discussions  on  this  subject  with 
Mr.  Leigh,  he  grounded  his  arguments  on 
his  own  experience;  and  as  this  latter  was 
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not  easily  refuted,  nor  yet  easily  coincided 
in,  the  dispute  was  hotly  carried  on,  and 
was  only  composed  when  they  both  settled 
quietly  down  to  a  game  of  whist.  With 
this  amusement  Mr.  Leigh  was  fond  of 
closing  his  dav's  labour.  He  always  chose 
Barbara  or  Amy  for  his  partner,  though  the 
unskilled  manner  in  whidi  the  latter  played, 
and  the  audacious  revokes  of  which  she  was 
sometimes  guilty,  not  unfrequently  drew 
down  upon  her  the  most  serious  repre- 
hensions. 

Her  carelessness  was,  however,  forgiven 
and  forgotten  when  diversifying  graver  pur- 
suits (for  the  gravity  of  whist  with  its 
pretexts  of  skill  and  calculation  is  quite 
intolerable),  and  at  the  request  of  Mr.  Leigh, 
she  sang  for  them  in  a  voice  that  had  re- 
gained aU  its  old  sweetness,  and  which 
exercised  over  those  who  listened  to  her  no 
little  of  its  old  thrilling  power. 
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If  Mr.  Elt  were  great  at  invention,  and 
greater  still  at  politics  and  whist,  he  was 
greatest  of  aU,  and  outshone  himself,  at  such 
social  parties  and  gatherings  as  at  times, 
during  the  winter  months,  made  Summer- 
field  gay  and  cheerful.  Mrs.  Leigh,  proud 
of  her  new  family,  was  fond  of  showing 
them  to  her  fnends  and  neighbours,  and  her 
friends  and  neighbours  were  not  indisposed 
to  gratify  their  curiosity,  and  at  the  same 
time  their  desire  for  amusement.  For  Mr. 
Elt  these  proved  rare  opportunities.  Seeing 
how  he  enjoyed  himself ;  how  freely  he  threw 
even  his  inventive  powers  overboard,  and 
with  what  zest,  thus  lightened,  he  went  gaily 
with  the  stream  of  pleasure,  Barbara  Leigh 
wondered  how  he  had  borne  so  well  the  soli- 
tude of  Glenwood.  But  when  Amy  Paul 
broke  away  from  some  knot  of  admirers  (for 
beauty  will  never  be  altogether  free  from 
little  coquettish  ways),  and  chose  to  take  her 
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seat  beside  Father  Jeremy,  and  to  derote 
herself  (with  an  abundance  of  loveliness 
glowing  about  her)  to  him  only,  his  delight 
knew  no  bounds.  Pleasant,  moreover,  it 
was  to  see  how  he  strove  to  conceal  his 
pride  under  grave  conversation,  and  how 
plain  to  every  beholder  were  both  it  and  his 
fond  afifection,  notwithstanding  that  eunnio^ 
artifice  of  feigned  gravity.  Though  he  spoke 
of  the  very  weightiest  matters,  completely 
out  of  place  had  they  been  anything  else  but 
a  feint,  his  seriousness  was  every  now  and 
then  utterly  belied  by  the  satisfied  air  of 
happiness  that  shone  over  his  face. 

Mrs.  Leigh,  watching  these  proceedings, 
beckoned  Mr.  Brant  to  her  side. 

"Tell  me,"  she  said,  "Mr.  Brant,  why 
your  sex  often  looks  upon  strong  affection 
as  a  weakness,  and  why  you  do  your  best  to 
gloss  over  what  you  feel  ?  You  see  even  old 
Mr.  Elt  affects  to  do  so." 
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The  feeUng  that  her  words  suggested  was 
one  not  unfamiliar  to  Mr.  Brant.  In  his 
own  case,  however,  he  believed  it  the  result 
of  circumstances  that  had  ruled  him  to  a 
conclusion  he  nevertheless  regarded  as  one 
not  imwise. 

''I  have  seen  men"  continued  the  old 
lady,  "  when  moved  with  deep  grief,  ashamed 
of  the  tears  they  were  forced  by  nature's 
daim  to  shed.  I  have  seen  others,  whose 
hearts  beat  with  but  the  one  feeling,  ashamed 
to  let  it  be  seen  how  much  they  loved.  Do 
they  think  these  things  inconsistent  with 
the  strength  and  courage  they  make  boast 
of?  You  see  how  m$my  years  I  have  lived, 
and  have  failed  even  yet  to  imderstand  your 
nature.'' 

There  was  something  in  her  words  ficom 
before  which  Mr.  Brant's  thoughts  shrank. 

I  fear,"  he  said,  "  that  you  ask  me  a 
question  in  a  province  of  knowledge  which  it 
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has  never  been  my  fete  to  traverse  much. 
You  ought,  my  dear  Madam,  to  have  asked 
your  grandson." 

"  To  be  answered  with  a  laugh  only,"  re- 
turned Mrs.  Leigh ;  "  for  Reuben  is  fer  too 
happy  to  be  serious.  But  when  I  put  the 
question,  I  expected  a  better  answer  from 
you  than  a  mere  confession  of  ignorance." 

"  What  have  you  said  to  Mr.  Brant  that 
makes  him  look  so  thoughtful?"  asked  Reu- 
ben Leigh,  approaching. 

"  If  I  appear  thoughtful,"  said  Mr.  Brant, 
"my  appearance,  I  confess  with  shame,  is 
wholly  out  of  place." 

"  It  is  not  so  easy  to  cast  aside  one's  usual 
garb,"  observed  Reuben. 

"I  have  seen  persons  knit  their  brows," 
returned  Mr.  Brant,  and  make  other  faces 
that  are  usually  deemed  expressive  of  thought, 
and  yet  in  whose  minds  there  was  not  one 
idea,  except  thinking  how  people  thought 
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they  looked.  Lest  you  should  class  me 
amongst  such  simulators,  I  shall  go  and  talk 
the  veriest  scandal  to  the  dearest  old  maid  in 
the  room. 

Nothing  has  so  little  logic,  either  in  sound 
or  action,  as  ft  threat.  So  Reuben  Leigh 
thought,  when  a  few  moments  after  he  saw 
Mr.  Brant  by  Amy  Paul's  side,  with  a  face 
that  did  not  show  the  slightest  symptom  of 
distracted  or  wandering  ideas. 

These  social  meetings  brought  round 
Amy  Paul  no  few  admirers.  On  these 
Reuben  Leigh  was  wont  to  be  what  he  con- 
sidered exceedingly  humorous ;  and  his  unde, 
starting  whenever  a  fresh  name  caught  his 
ear,  would  ask  Amy  some  question  that 
brought  out  the  very  warmest  blushes,  or  he 
would  read  from  his  paper  sly  paragraphs 
that  he  deemed  applicable,  and  which,  indeed, 
had  generally  the  same  effect.  Mrs.  Leigh 
exhorted  Amy  not  to  heed  either  her  son  or 
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her  gmndsoD,  and  Mr.  Brant  and  Barbara 
evidently  pitied  Amy's  confusion  too  much  to 
join  in » their  foolish  meiriment  If  Father 
Jeremy  happened  to  be  present,  he  wore  at 
such  alliisions  and  the  pretensions  of  &ese 
followers  an  dir  of  pique  and  haughtiness^ 
such  as  caiised  er&a  Amy  hersdf  to  lanq^ 

Remote  dangers  are  always  the  objects  of 
distrust  and  precaution,  whild  those  near  it 
hand  and  familiar  are  ov^looked  aiki  neg* 
le(3ted.     Indeed  existence  is  often 

unsuspected,  xmtil  ihey  start  up  all  at  once 
great  and  unavoidable.  When  Amy  Paul 
(so  guarded  against  ^ese  outward  attacks) 
Ib^eredy  together  with  Barbara,  after  the 
^de  that  had  gathered  like  a  coundl  round 
Mrs.  Leigh's  fire(»de  was-  broken  «p,  she 
woukl  sraaetimes  pause  t6  Bfeek  of  all  thai 
Mr.  Brant's  eonv^^tion  and  advice  had 
done  for  her,  and  how  much  th^F  had  pro* 
fited  her.    She  co^d  speak  of  adl  that  she 
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owed  hinii  and  dwell  with  no  disturbing 
blush  upon  his  name  and  friendship;  but 
this  may  hare  been  because  she  knew  not  to 
what  a  degree  gratitude  may  warm  the 
heart  of  friendship.  Did  she  know  that 
love  built  on  such  a  foundation  would  with« 
stand  all  efforts  to  uproot  it,  would  endure 
1iux)ughout  all  time  ? 

She  believed,  however,  that  Mr.  Brant 
was  one  to  respect  and  admire  only.  For 
with  an  ear  unbhmted  by  coarser  and  dis^ 
sonant  sounds,  and  able  to  hear  finely  every 
low  note  of  the  ''still  sad  music  of  hu** 
mamty"  she  had  listened  to  his  words,  the 
breathings  and  exponents  of  hi^  beings  She 
bad  read  his  nature  revealed  in  his  daily 
acts  and  d^y  life,  and  undmstood  even 
betta*  than  himself  his  character,  vn&i  al 
its  pride  and  all  its  weaknesses,  that  sdf^ 
deceiving  emulated  strength.     So  far  she 
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understood  but  yet  from  the  fullness  of 
understanding  fell  short.  She  knew  not 
the  secret  of  our  twofold  nature.  She  was 
not  aware  how  widely  different  are  the  man 
of  nature  and  the  man  of  education  and 
habit.  Ever  a  mantle  of  artificial  texture 
conceals  the  inner  garb.  She  saw  Mr.  Brant 
taking  pride  and  having  joy  in  his  resources 
and  strength  of  intellect,  and  she  felt  what 
he  himself  only  half  perceived,  and  which 
she  without  knowing  why  perceived  with 
some  indistinct  regret,  that  he  had  for  such 
acquisitions  neglected  and  tatight  himself  to 
despise  all  softer  qualities  which  are  the 
earthlier  happy."  But  she  did  not  under- 
stand— ^for  who  can  penetrate  within  the 
spirit's  darkened  shrines,  or  know  the  heart's 
hidden  sanctities  ? — ^that  there  were  times 
when  that  heart  craved  for  food ;  that  there 
were  times  when  his  being  became  to  him 
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waste  as  a  starless  sea,  and  by  its  shore 
his  spirit  sat  in  lonely  and  melancholy 
mood. 

One  night  when  the  council  aforesaid  had 
mustered  in  full  strength,  their  conversation 
had  turned  upon  the  subject  of  what  should 
of  right  be  the  Utopian  idea  of  happiness, . 
and  how  it  should  be  realised. 

Reuben,  while  he  protested  against  all 
Utopian  ideas  whatever,  ventured,  with  a 
laughing  glance  at  his  wife,  to  uphold  mar- 
riage as  the  realisation  of  the  greatest  amount 
of  happiness  allotted  to  mortal  share,  though 
he  acknowledged  that  love's  anticipation  was 
often  quite  Utopian.  Amy,  with  a  playful 
apology  to  her  sister,  at  once  related  the 
fable  that  Bishop  Taylor  tells,  and  for  the 
application  of  which  the  same  learned  divine 
is  responsible. 

"  A  story  and  a  comparison,  Reuben," 
she  said,  "  fatal  to  all  your  prophesyings 


Digitized  by  Google 


236  AMY  PAUL. 

of  felicity,  and  fatal  to  all  your  anticipations 
of  peace  and  happiness  crowning  this  con- 
tract and  bond." 

Reuben  doubted  the  story  and  mistrusted 
her  interpretation* 

"  Hear  how  it  runs,  then/'  she  returned. 

It  tells  how  certain  stags,  whose  knees 
were  dogged  with  frozen  snow  upon  the 
mountains,  came  down  to  the  brooks  of 
the  valley,  and  thought  to  thaw  their  joints 
in  the  waters  of  the  stream,  but  that  the 
frost  overtook  them,  and  bound  them  fast 
in  ice,  and  held  them  in  their  stnuEiger  snare. 
Then  the  good  Bishop,  Reuben,  describes 
'the  unhappy  chance  of  many  men  who 
finding  mmy  inconveniences  upon  the  moun* 
tains  of  single  life,  descend  into  the  valleys 
of  marriage  to  refresh  their  troubles,  but 
that  there  they  enter  into  fetters,  and  are 
bound  to  sorrows.' " 

In  vain  Reuben  tried  to  dispute  the 
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authority  of  this  passage.  Amy  insisted 
that  he  was  hound  to  yield,  if  for  no  other 
cause,  for  this  one  at  least,  that  the  words 
were  set  down  in  writing  so  many  long  years 
ago. 

Unrepented  pleasure  ^as  the  sage's 
happiness,"  said  Mr.  Brant,  "  and  the  mind 
filled  with  a  pure  pleasure  may  be  well 
esteemed  happy.  Pure  and  true  pleasure, 
I  take  it,  exists  in  knowledge  only,  and  is 
found  in  the  delight  that  the  contemplation 
of  truth  carries  with  it." 

"  If,"  said  Amy  Paul,  "  out  of  the  heart  of 
man  come  all  those  dread  crimes  which  work 
his  misery,  and  prove  so  disastrous,  why  not 
look  to  the  same  source  when  good  and  pure 
for  his  happiness." 

Mr.  Brant  smiled  at  the  readiness  of  his 
antagonist  while  he  replied : 

"  We  should  suffice  each  of  us  for  our- 
selves.   To  make  the  heart  the  basis  of 
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happiness  is  to  become  dependent.  It  is 
to  intrust  our  lot  to  other  hands,  and  to  have 
it  subservient  to  all  the  wrecks  and  muta- 
tions of  life.  To  fail  even'  in  our  expectations 
is  miserable,  and  relying  on  others  such  would 
often  occur.  On  the  other  hand,  the  intellect 
is  our  own.  It  self-suffices ;  it  creates  and 
recognises  its  own  pleasures.  Of  these  no 
other  can  despoil  us.  To  our  own  touch  it 
yields  its  sweetest  sounds,  and  on  ourselves  it 
depends  to  make  that  touch  a  potent  and  a 
subtle  one." 

Reuben,  hearing  Mr.  Brant's  eulogy 
turned  for  Amy's  response,  for  gradually  they 
had  become  the  only  speakers.  Yet  Amy, 
as  she  answered,  was  lifted  by  her  theme 
beyond  all  thought  of  herself  as  its  ex- 
pounder. 

"  Nor  is  the  heart,"  she  said,  "  if  forced  to 
live  alone  less  self-sufficing.  Oh!  if  the 
world  be  radiant  with  power  and  knowledge, 
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it  is  ftirther  and  above  all  radiant  with  benefi- 
cence !  It  is  the  heart  that  feels  it  is  so,  and 
that  has  in  its  thankfubess  a  boundless 
store  of  happiness.  It  may  be  true  that 
alone  it  would  decay  away,  unwakened  and  all 
uniised.  It  may  indeed  need  another,  but 
what  pride  would  reject  the  emotion  that  is 
the  gleam  of  heaven's  light — the  echo  of 
heaven's  music?** 

As  she  spoke,  Mr.  Brant  gazed  upon  her 
with  a  smile  that  deepened  into  a  look  of 
fond  admiration.  He  proceeded,  however, 
to  vindicate  his  own  opinion. 

"You  once,  as  you  may  recollect.  Miss 
Paul,"  he  said,  "  found  fault  with  the  starry 
sky,  because  it  looked  upon  aU  mortal  change 
and  wore  ever  the  same  unheeding  aspect. 
For  the  same  reason  you  blame  the  intellect, 
because  it  shines  bright  and  unmoved,  care- 
less of  all  wayward  promptings  and  impulses 
of  the  hour.    The  intellect,  seeking  for  the 
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true,  voyages  on  a  wide  sea,  witih  the  still 
waters  around  it,  and  the  stiUer  stars  above 
it ;  and  fatal  for  its  onward  course  would  it 
be,  if  it  listened  to  the  syren  song  of  the 
heart." 

With  the  same  unpremeditated  warmth 
with  which  she  had  hitherto  spoken,  Amy 
Paul  was  about  to  reply,  when  she  paused 
in  some  confusion,  recoUectifig  that  her 
sentiments  were  suggested  as  much  by  her 
knowledge  of  Mr.  Brant's  character,  as  by 
her  own  feelings.  She  feared  to  say  more, 
lest  he  should  discover  that  against  which 
her  arguments  were  almost  unconsciously 
directed. 

There  was  a  meaning  in  Mr.  Brant's  smile 
as  he  waited  for  her  reply,  which  showed  that 
he  did  in  some  measure  suspect  the  impulse 
that  stirred  her  wonls.  It  was  Reuben  Leigh, 
however,  who  spoke  next. 

"  There  are,  I  believe,"  he  said,   "  no 
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creations  of  the  intellect  which  have  a  greater 
charm  and  lure  than  those  which  are  in 
some  way  boimd  to  our  busy  or  passionate 
life." 

"  May  it  not  be  so/'  remarked  Mr.  Brant, 
"  merely  because  we  are  deficient  in  intellec- 
tual strength;  as  it  may  be  the  weakness 
of  our  sight  which  causes  us  to  be  more 
pleased  with  colour  than  with  light.  After 
all,  however,"  he  continued,  I,  who  maintain 
the  pride  and  the  pleasures  of  intellect,  and 
who  would  elevate  it  or  let  it  elevate  us 
beyond  the  sphere  of  every-day  life  and 
feeling,  may  be  foolishly  seeking  to  dissever 
the  inseparable.  May  I  not  be  like  one 
who  strives  to  part  from  the  breeze  the 
fragrance  that  it  bears,  and  without  which 
such  foolish  one  might  deem  it  purer  and 
healthier?" 

Through  some  cause  Mr.  Brant's  smile 
died  away  in  seriousness  while  he  spoke. 
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When  after  some  time  he  and  Reuben  were 
left  together,  pondering  for  a  moment  silently 
over  the  fire,  he  at  length  addressed  the 
latter  in  a  tone  that  showed  his  thoughts 
had  continued  to  run  upon  the  same  sub- 
ject. 

"  Do  you  know,  Reuben,*'  he  said,  "  I 
think  I  understand  what  Miss  Paul  meant, 
and  I  think  I  further  see  why  she  did  not 
give  her  meaning  fuller  expression." 

Reuben  looked  at  Mr.  Brant  with  some 
surprise,  why  he  should  care  to  dwell  so 
seriously  upon  Amy's  words. 

"  It  seems  to  me,"  he  resumed,  "  that 
there  are  two  kinds  of  wisdom — the  wisdom 
of  the  brain  and  the  wisdom  of  the  heart. 
In  the  latter,  we  men  are  not  the  richest. 
The  wisdom  of  the  brain  teaches  us  to  know 
and  appreciate  the  gifts  of  intellect;  the 
grasp  and  reach;  the  touch  and  subtle  in- 
sight ;  the  whole  varying  range  of  the  powers 
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of  mind.  Miss  Paul  meant  to  say  that  in 
oureager  acquisition  of  this  wisdom,  we  neglect 
the  other  which  pride  alone  may  dictate  to 
us  to  call  the  more  lowly." 

"  She  may  have  meant  so,"  said  Reuben, 
observing  that  Mr.  Brant  paused. 

It  is  the  same  one-sided  wisdom,  for 
after  all  I  begin  to  suspect  that  it  is  but 
half-wisdom,"  continued  the  latter,  "which 
teUs  us  of,  and  makes  us  confident  in  the 
*  self-sufficing  power  of  solitude.'  Man  should 
be  all  good  (and  then  he  would  be  a  god)  or 
all  evil  (and  then  he  would  be  a  demon)  in 
order  to  be  alone.  The  pride  that  feigns  a 
disregard  of  pride,  like  the  trampling  feet  of 
the  cynic,  is  the  besetting  sin  of  knowledge,  and 
alone  prompts  us  to  seek  to  make  out  of  our 
mixed  natiu-e  the  being  of  a  god.*' 

Another  pause,  and  Reuben  saw  how  un- 
consciously Mr.  Brant  detained  him. 

"  These  ideas,"  he  resumed,  "  or  some 
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such,  have  found  their  way  into  Miss  Paul's 
mind.  To  them  she  gave  half-formed  ex- 
pression to-night,  though  not  for  the  first 
time.  Her  words  might  have  been  more 
plain,  more  explicit,  but  that  there  was  an 
application  of  them  lurking  in  her  mind.  I, 
still  with  that  besetting  pride,  thought  that 
I  was  giving  fashion,  and  shape,  and  strength 
to  her  intellect,  and  little  knew,  that  with 
keener  insight  she  read  my  nature's  defi- 
ciencies. Our  nature  is  not  a  perfect,  self-lit 
orb.  It  is  but  a  satellite  shining  with  bor- 
rowed Ught.  How  blind  to  think — ^was  it 
not  ? — that  half-lit,  the  other  half  withering 
in  unused  darkness,  it  could  be  or  could 
appear  perfect.'' 

A  sadness  in  his  tone  of  voice  intenerated 
his  words.  Reuben  Leigh  knew  that  there 
was  some  truth  in  what  he  said,  but  he  knew 
also  that  he  exaggerated  his  own  deficiencies. 
He  said  so. 
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Mr.  Brant  looked  up,  and  laid  his  hand  on 
his  arm  as  he  replied: 

"Our  fofly,  or  our  pride,  or  our  desires, 
iiiay  frame  what  theory  to  each  seems  best ; 
but  after  all,  Reuben  Leigh,  your  lot  is  emi- 
nently happy,  and  your  happiness  will  increase 
the  more  you  seek  to  deserve  it.  You  are 
not  bound  up  within  yourself.  Your  pride, 
your  joys,  nay,  even  your  griefs,  are  not  con- 
fined within  the  narrow  circle  of  self.  Loving 
and  loved  in  turn,  you  have  therein  an  ines- 
timable treasure.  For  me,  leading  the  life 
which  I  have  done,  I  perhaps  could  not  be 
otherwise  than  I  am.  Success  in  life  tends 
often  to  lower  your  feflow-men  in  your  esti- 
mation. Not  from  any  overweening  contrast 
of  ydur  abilities  with  those  of  others — such 
would  be  a  silly  boast — but  because  you  are 
forced  to  despise  the  jealousies,  the  dislikes, 
the  unkind  imputations,  the  mean  sneers  that 
follow,  like  curs  at  a  horse's  heels,  upon  your 
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course.  You  turn  to  yourself.  You  wrap 
yourself  in  the  mantle  of  your  pride.  You 
withdraw  yourself  more  and  more,  seeking 
pleasure  in  your  own  resources,  and  in  the 
gifts  the  mind  bestows.  Your  life  becomes 
a  sleep,  apart  and  separate  from  others,  as 
much  alone.  If  a  stirring  of  the  heart 
evokes  a  vision,  and  causes  it  to  move  within 
this  isolated  being,  in  your  folly  you  "deem 
the  things  you  see,  even  though  they  come 
down  from  heaven,  creeping  and  unclean. 
Alas !  when  you  rise,  anxious  and  better 
taught,  to  satisfy  your  craving  desire,  they 
are  drawn  up  from  your  sight,  and  you  are 
left  only  more  desolate  by  the  consciousness 
of  loss." 

Another  pause  that  seemed  to  fill  the  dim- 
lighted  room. 

"Forgive  me,"  said  Mr.  Brant,  rousing 
himself  and  speaking  in  an  altered  tone, 
"for  forcing  these  selfish  confessions  upon 
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you.  They  will  teach  you  perhaps  more 
dearly  the  treasure  of  happiness  you  have 
laid  up  for  yourself." 

Reuben  attributed  Mr.  Brant's  words  to 
the  conversation  in  which  he  had  been  en- 
gaged. He  himself  may  have  believed  them 
to  have  been  so  suggested.  Both  considered 
them  rather  associated  with  what  was  said 
than  with  her  who  spoke.  Yet,  many  a  time 
afterwards,  looking  into  Mr.  Brant's  face, 
Reuben  Leigh  would  recollect  all  that  he  had 
on  this  occasion  confessed. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

Mr.  Brant,  determined  to  go  abroad,  makes  one  im- 
portant arrangement  the  last  of  all.  Mr.  Andrews 
meets  with  his  old  friends,  and  supports  them 
through  a  tiying  scene. 

As  the  winter  months  proceeded  slowly 
upon  their  ill-lit  path,  a  change  might  be 
noticed  in  Mr.  Brant^s  conduct  and  mode  of 
life.  It  was  plain  that,  effecting  it  of  his  own 
choice,  he  wished  that  it  might  attract  as  little 
notice  as  possible.  Gradually  less  and  less  he 
appeared  in  the  social  circle  at  Summerfield. 
He  ceased  to  bring,  as  frequently  as  he  had 
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done,  some  favourite  book  for  Amy  Paul's 
perusal,  saying  with  a  smile  that  all  his  poor 
store  of  wisdom  was  exhausted.  Less  fre- 
quently, and  with  less  free,  imconstrained 
air,  he  joined  in  their  conversation.  He  gave 
up  more  time  to  attendance  at  the  works, 
and  when  at  home  his  study  became  again 
his  favourite  and  constant  resort.  He  shut 
himself  up  there  with  his  thoughts,  and  they 
in  turn  dimg  to  him  when  he  came  abroad. 
It  was  Reuben  Leigh  who  annoimced  that  he 
was  engaged  in  perfecting  a  great  and  impor- 
tant task. 

This  work,  whatever  it  might  be,  was  at 
all  events  of  an  exacting  nature,  making  of 
him  still  more  of  a  recluse,  confining  him 
more  rigorously  to  pursuits  that  tasked  his 
brain,  and  if  voluntarily  sought  soon  absorb- 
ing his  whole  thoughts.  Yet  it  did  not 
altogether  answer  the  purpose  for  which  it 
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had  been  intended  and  its  failure  might  well 
create  a  doubt  in  his  own  mind,  if  anything 
else  would.  For  amidst  his  most  patient 
investigations,  and  while  engaged  in  the  most 
abstract  researches,  a  form  and  smile  that 
haxmted  his  memory  continually  would  rise 
before  him — a  sweet  apparition  that  no  grave 
resolutions  served  to  banish,  and  to  the  con- 
templation of  which  he  could  not  help  but 
give  one  dreaming  moment.  In  the  soft 
radiance  which  they  shed  upon  his  mind, 
for  a  brief  space  of  intellectual  forgetfulness 
but  of  sweeter  existence,  he  rejoiced.  For 
the  light  of  that  gentle  vision,  he  was  forced 
to  acknowledge  to  himself,  when  he  might 
have  hoped  to  have  lived  in  it  for  ever, 
what  would  he  not  have  given.  But  then 
came  the  distrusting  thought  that  it  was  all 
a  fond  dream;  a^d  this  thought  which 
reason  built  up  into  an  assurance,  not  of 
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power  enough  to  banish  the  vision  and  the 
light  from  before  him,  did  but  lend  disquiet 
and  trouble  to  his  mind. 

Oh,  that  foolish  strength  of  mind,  which 
discredits  as  weak  all  softer  impulses  of  our 
nature,  and  slights,  and  with  cold  hand  puts 
from  it  all  softer  thoughts  and  emotions, 
of  the  folly  of  which  he  had  himself  once 
spoken,  but  which  he  chose  to  make  the 
ruler  and  arbiter  of  his  life.  Yet  even  in 
this  idol  of  the  intellect  he  had  not  faith 
enough  to  think  that  he  could  discard  that 
which  so  intruded  upon  and  preoccupied  his 
mind;  but  his  reliance  was  sufficient  to 
induce  him  to  believe  that  assisted  by  ab- 
sence he  could  effectually  overcome  it.  A 
work  which  his  firm  had  undertaken  so  far 
away  as  Vienna,  served  him  for  an  apt  excuse 
for  the  design  which  he  announced  of  going 
abroad.    Amy  Paul  was  not  present,  per- 
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haps  the  time  was  chosen  designedly  when 
he  told  Mrs.  Leigh  and  Barbara  of  this 
purpose.  They  were  still  more  surprised  to 
hear  that  his  departure  was  fixed  for  the 
following  day.  Action  had  always  followed 
quickly  upon  his  resolution,  but  it  might 
be  that,  in  this  instance,  he  was  willing  to 
persuade  himself  that  there  was  nothing  to 
detain  him  in  his  movements.  - 

When  he  returned  from  the  works  to 
Summerfield  some  hours  before  that  fixed 
for  his  departure,  and  had  made  the  few 
arrangements  still  necessary  for  his  journey, 
he  entered  the  drawing-room  in  order  to  say 
good-by.  He  found  Amy  Paul  sitting  there 
alone. 

She  had  heard  of  his  intention  from 
Barbara,  and  somehow,  altogether  imac- 
countably,  with  a  quicker  beating  of  the 
heart.    Did  she  think  that  absence  would 
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weaken  and  make  faint  the  impress  on  her 
heart  of  the  gratitude  and  thankfiil  remem- 
brance she  felt  bound  to  express?  Or  did 
she  apprehend  that  when  Mr.  Brant  was 
gone,  easily  and  quickly  amongst  strangers 
and  stranger  scenes,  he  would  forget  the 
discipline  with  which  he  had  taken  so  much 
care,  and  the  pupil  at  Summerfield  with 
whom  he  had  taken  so  much  pains  ? 

"  Neither  old  Mrs.  Leigh  nor  young  Mrs. 
Leigh  with  you,  Miss  Paul  ?"  he  said ;  and 
*  added  with  a  smile,  "  railroads  are  iron  moni- 
tors  of  punctuality." 

Amy  told  him  that  both  of  those,  for 
whom  he  inquired  had  been  called  away  in 
the  morning  by  some  household  business, 
but  that  they  expected  to  return  some*  time 
before  he  left. 

"  Arrivals  and  departures.  Miss  Paul," 
said  Mr.  Brant,  standing  at  the  table  near 
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her,  "  are  but  an  epitome  of  our  life.  Some 
alrivals  as  auspicious  and  as  grateful  as  was 
yours  to  this  house;  some  departmes  like 
mine,  important  to  the  one  poor  individual, 
but  making  no  change  for  others." 

Amy  had  been  reading  a  paper  when  he 
entered. 

"  Yet  see,"  she  said,  as  she  laid  it  before 
him  with  a  smile,  "how  fame  heralds  your 
coming  even  upon  the  banks  of  the  Danube." 

The  paper  contained  an  account  of  the 
work  which  Mr.  Brant  was  going  to  super- 
intend, and  to  him  attributed  high  praise  for 
the  improvements  it  disclosed.  He  glanced 
at  the  paragraph. 

"  Ah !  Miss  Paul,"  he  said,  "  one  soon 
estimates  fame  but  lightly.  Nothing  so 
little  appreciates  as  fame.  It  is  a  true 
paradox  which  I  speak.  What  does  the 
pen  which  wrote  this  paragraph  with  its 
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common-place  words  of  praise  know  of  the 
real  history  of  these  improvements?  Does 
he  who  reads  it,  ever  think  what  it  means  ? 
what  toil  and  anxiety  of  mind,  what  sleep- 
less nights  with  some  unfashioned  idea 
struggling  for  fuller  form  and  birth  in  the 
racking  brain!  What  does  he  who  writes, 
or  he  who  reads,  care  for  tlus  all?  Perhaps 
they  join  in  a  mere  chorus  of  praise,  and  as 
readily  would  have  joined  in  one  of  blame. 
Once  such  words  as  those  you  lighted  on, 
would  have  seemed  to  me  a  high  guerdon 
for  my  labours.  Fortunately  or  unfortu- 
nately, I  know  not  which,  it  is  otherwise 
now." 

"  I  thought,"  responded  Amy  Paul,  "  that 
the  love  of  fame  was  strong  above  all  things 
and  enduring.  If  it,  too,  die  away,  what  is 
there  to  take  its  place  ?" 

"  Who  is  so  vain  as  to  speak  of  fame 
achieved,"  returned  Mr.  Brant,  "or  so  bold 
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as  to  say  that  it  is  his,  and  that  he  cares 
not  for  the  prize  ?  Yet  may  we  see  those  to 
whom  the  largest  measure  has  been  awarded, 
turn  away  from  the  noisy  acclamation  of  a 
gazing  world,  and  prefer  instead  the  whis- 
pered praise  of  a  few.  Nor  is  it  the  love 
of  fame  which  prompts  to  great  deeds.  Fame 
is  but  the  doud  made  luminous  by  itself 
which  Genius,  the  worker  of  such  deeds, 
trails  after  it.  Had  I  gained  a  name,  and 
were  I  spoken  of  afar  off,  made  familiar 
there  by  worthy  deeds  achieved,  I  could, 
nevertheless,  imagine  something  far  dearer 
to  me  than  this  circling  fame  that  weakens 
as  it  widens.  It  may  be  vain  to  name  it, 
but  there  is  that  which  makes  the  heart 
larger  and  kindlier ;  there  is  that  which  adds 
a  brighter  gleam,  a  clearer  light  to  our  every- 
day, continuous  life.  For  that  I  would 
willingly  give  up  all  else." 

These  words,  coming  from  Mr.  Brant  and 
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spoken  in  a  somewhat  faltering  tone,  sounded 
strange  to  Amy  Paul.  They  came  new  to 
her,  falling  from  one  whose  life  she  deemed 
had  been  but  one  intellectual  strife,  gladdened 
merely  by  intellectual  triumphs,  and  rejoicing 
only  in  progressive  victories.  Her  thronging 
thoughts  held  her  silent. 

"  Pardon  me  my  idle  thoughts,"  said  Mr. 
Brant,  ignorant  of  what  occasioned  her  si- 
lence ;  "  they  seize  upon  any  excuse  to  come 
trooping  like  a  foolish  crowd  into  my  mind. 
Forgive  me  such  an  idle  discussion  upon 
fame  and  fame's  merits." 

"  For  many  a  discussion,"  said  Amy  Paul, 
"  as  idle  to  you,  but  to  me  most  profit- 
able, I  fear  I  have  to  be  answerable  and 
thankful." 

"  Far  from  being  so  idle  or  so  unprofitable 
to  me,  as  you  allege.  Miss  Paul,"  he  an- 
swered with  a  hasty  warmth.    "In  them  I 
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learned  much  of  which  I  was  before  ignorant. 
But  again,"  he  added  with  a  distrusted  tran- 
sition, I  am  ready  to  lapse  into  some 
distant  topic.  Habits  of  lonely  commiming 
with  my  own  thoughts,  and  following  them 
into  every  kind  of  speculation,  have  made  a 
bad  social  friend  of  me." 

He  rose,  as  if  about  at  once  to  go. 
Allow  me,  Miss  Paul,"  he  said,  with  a 
hesitating  pause,  **to  thank  you  for  having 
made  to  me,  poor  world-worker  and  brain- 
toiler  that  I  am,  many  an  hour  brighter  and 
more  cheerful  than  without  your  presence 
they  could  have  ever  been.  And  forgive  me, 
if  I  make  this  request,  that  you  will  bdieye 
that  to  serve  the  intellect  is  not  to  forsake 
the  heart:  that  I,  humble  a  follower  and 
worshipper  of  knowledge  as  I  own  myself 
to  be,  am  not  therefore  insensate  or  unin- 
fluenced by  kindly  or  better  feelings." 
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"I  never  thought  so,  Mr.  Brant,"  said 
Amy,  rising  and  giving  him  her  hand.  "  If 
I  had  thought  so,  others,  who  would  then 
have  known  you  better,  would  have  told  me 
how  mistaken  I  was." 

As  he  met  her  look,  while  she  spoke,  he 
saw  in  it  something — a  depth  of  feeling,  an 
evident  regret — something  that  he  had  never 
looked  upon  before,  and  which  stirred 
within  his  heart  Jike  a  new  life. 

He  held  the  hand  which  had  been  given 
him,  as  if  he  sought  to  meet  that  look 
again.  But  her  eyes  fell* before  his  gaze, 
and  the  mantling  blood  rose  warmly  to 
her  face. 

"  Could  it  be,"  he  said,  and  he  still 
retained  her  hand,  "  could  it  be  that  I  have 
not  been  a  mere  dreamer  of  dreams  ?  Could 
it  be  that  you  will  listen  to  me,  if  I  tell  you 
how  far  dearer  you  are  to  me  than  even 
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friendship  has  made  yon.     Oh,   dare  I' 
aspire  to  be  blest  with  your  pure,  sweet 
heart  of  love 

In  words  to  which  no  passing  fancy  nor 
hasty  passion  lent  their  tone  of  deep  and 
moved  sincerity,  he  went  on  to  declare  all 
his  feelings  and  all  his  hopes.  Distrust, 
doubt,  misgiving — everything  gave  way 
before  the  pleading  of  his  true  and  sincere 
love. 

A  character  to  respect  and  admire  had 
Amy  heretofore  seen  in  Mr.  Brant;  and 
she  had  seen  too  with  something  close  akin 
to  regret  how  he  repressed,  and  from 
foolish  motives  sought  further  to  repress, 
qualities  thJlt  might  well  win  and  retain 
friendship  and  affection.  In  time  (let  it 
be  candidly  confessed),  some  fear  mingled 
with  her  regret  lest  the  fate  of  the  loving 
might  be  hers,   and  lest   she  should  be 
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.  doomed  to  wait  in  vain  an  answer  to  her 
love.  But  by  the  words  to  which  she 
listened,  she  saw  that  image,  for  whose 
deficiencies  she  had  grieved,  filled  up  and 
completed.  She  felt  that  she  had  opened 
a  fountain  that  had  long  been  sealeid.  She 
felt,  and  not  without  some  pride,  that  one 
whose  words  men  weighed  and  esteemed 
as  things  of  pice,  bent  himself  before  her, 
covetous  to  win  her  smile.  The  thoughts 
that  held  her  some  moments  silent  were 
not  unpleasing.  A  brightness  mingled 
with  the  flushing  on  her  brow ;  nor  did 
her  trembling  blush  in  any  way  detract 
fi:om  the  simple  and  enticing  bravery  of 
words  and  manner  with  which  she  answered 
Mr.  Brant,  and  told  him  all  her  respect 
and  all  her  love. 

"  Dearest  Amy,"  she  heard  said,  "  my 
own,  sweet,  gentle  love,  often  in  moments 
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that  seemingly  most  busily  engaged,  were 
yet  apart,  and  in  which  existence  was 
doubled;  often  in  the  stillness  succeeding 
days  of  toil,  have  I  thought  and  hoped 
that  an  hour  such  as  this  might  be  some- 
time vouchsafed  me.  My  dear,  sweet  friend 
and  love,  how  can  I,  whom  you  have  en- 
riched beyond  measure,  and  oh,  far  beyond 
my  poor  deserts,  render  you  any  adequate 
thanks  or  gratitude — what  equivalent  can 
I  bestow  upon  you?" 

"  Oh,  think  not,"  she  answered,  "  too 
much  of  yoiu*  foolish  bargain,  nor  think 
too  extravagantly  of  your  doubtful  prize. 
You  know  not  to  what  requirements  of 
love  you  bind  yourself ;  you  know  not 
how  love-learned  and  love-spoiled  I  am. 
Yet  will  I  be  satisfied  if  you  love  me 
for  nothing  else  than  for  the  love  I  may 
return." 
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"For  that,  love  and  for  your  own  sweet 
sake,"  said  Mr.  Brant,  bending  fondly  down 
to  her ;  "  for  the  wisdom  that  love  gives,  I 
will  wisely  love  you.  See  all  from  which 
you  have  rescued  me.  If  I  thought  it  was 
a  high  and  brave  thing  to  walk  through  life 
with  cold  indifference  or  colder  scorn ;  if  I 
thought  that  peace  and  love  were  but  weak 
pretexts  for  deserting  the  great  and  true; 
and  if  I  have  learned  that  all  these  thoughts 
are  as  unwise  as  they  are  false,  the  gift, 
dearest  Amy,  the  gift  alone  is  yours.  For 
the  happiness  that  is  this  moment  mine,  and 
of  the  existence  of  which  I  was  until  this 
moment  ignorant,  have  I  not  you  alone  to 
thank?  The  freshness  of  heart  that  has 
descended  upon  me ;  the  surety  that  I  shall 
not,  and  never  can,  outlive  my  joy  and  glad- 
ness, these  are  your  gifts.  Ever  will  I  thank 
you  for  the  words,  sweet  as  the  face  I  look 
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upon,  that  told  me  that  to  you,  soon  to  be 
my  own,  dear,  gentle  wife,  my  heart  may 
cling  for  ever  with  an  ever-abiding  love." 

Listening  to  such  phrases,  flattering  most 
of  all  in  the  sincerity  of  their  utterance,  how 
could  Amy  be  anything  but  happy,  and  how 
could  anything  save  happiness  gleam  in  her 
smile? 

If  Mr.  Brant  could  have  deferred  his  jour- 
ney in  order  to  stay  by  her  side,  and  to 
recount  to  her  all  his  feelings  and  all  his 
love,  gladly  he  would  have  done  so  ;  but  the 
stem  duty  of  consistency  obliged  him  to 
leave.  He  spoke,  however,  of  the  far  dif- 
ferent hopes  with  which  he  would  set  forth 
on  his  journey.  He  exacted  a  promise,  that 
on  his  return  Amy  would  link  her  fate  with 
his  for  ever ;  and  further,  he  obtained  from 
her  leave  to  tell  all  that  had  happened  to  Mrs. 
Leigh.    And  hearing  of  it,  Mrs.  Leigh  in 
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glad  tenns  congratulated  Mr.  Brant.  Speak- 
ing of  it  after  he  was  gone  to  Reuben,  she 
said  that  Amy  had  chosen  weD.  Much  as 
she  loved  Amy  Paul,  who  was  to  her  indeed 
as  her  own  child,  she  would  not  desire  for 
her  a  fate  better  or  richer  in  its  promise  and 
good  assurance  of  all  happiness.  To  Bar- 
bara, who,  having  experience  to  prompt  her, 
had  long  suspected  how  matters  would  even- 
tually turn  out,  the  intelligence  was  not  the 
less  gratifying.  It  banished  all  fear  lest 
untoward  events  or  distrustful  feelings  shoiild 
imhappily  intervene,  dooming  Amy's  heart, 
abounding  in  all  gentle  love,  to  cold  repres- 
sion or  wasting  concealment. 
-  To  many  of  Amy  Paul's  youthful  admirers, 
when  they  heard  of  her  engagement — for  the 
rumour  was  of  too  much  interest  not  to  be 
soon  spread  abroad — ^it  no  doubt  proved  a 
puzzle  and  an  amazement  why  she  had  be- 
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stowed  her  band  upon  one  by  many  years 
her  senior.  But  none  who  knew  them  both, 
not  even  Father  Jeremy,  thought  it  strange. 
To  them  it  seemed  well,  and  natural,  and 
happy,  that  to  one  so  wise  and  kind  as  Mr. 
Brant,  her  gentle  heart  had  fondly  attached 
itself,  not  with  an  idle,  transient  love,  but 
with  a  pure,  exalted  friendship,  springing 
frx)m  gratitude  and  reverence. 

On  the  arrival  of  every  foreign  post,  Mr. 
Leigh,  intrusting  the  missal  to  no  other's 
hands,  would  with  a  smile  lay  a  letter  before 
Amy ;  and  with  a  laughing  mimicry  of  fear, 
would  express  his  serious  apprehensions  lest 
his  partner,  Mr.  Brant,  should  neglect  the 
business  of  the  firm  of  Leigh,  Brant,  and 
Leigh. 

Mr.  Brant  had  left  early  in  the  month 
of  March,  and  he  expected  to  return  before 
the  autumn  months  were  fully  past. 
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It  SO  happened,  however,  that  about  the 
month  of  June  they  had  all  carefully  nursed 
and  tended  Mrs.  Leigh  through  a  casual 
sickness,  which,  indeed,  had  been  at  one  time 
serious  enough  to  cause  them  all  no  little 
apprehension.  On  her  recovery,  some  friends 
living  near  the  sea  prevailed  upon  the  good 
old  lady  to  spend  some  time  with  them, 
in  order  that  her  health  might  be  com- 
pletely restored  before  and  for  the  ensuing 
winter.  She  accepted  the  invitation  on 
one  condition  only,  that  Barbara,  <with 
Reuben  and  Amy,  should  devote  the  month 
of  her  absence  to  some  journey  of  pleasure. 
She  insisted  upon  their  acceding  to  this 
proposition. 

Old  age,  if  ever  pleaded  by  one  who 
has  run  the  allotted  nimiber  of  years,  is 
only  acknowledged  to  be  used  by  way  of 
excuse.     Mr.  Elt  had  become  infatuated 
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with  the  game  of  whist,  and  found  no 
small  delight  in  the  skill  exhibited  by 
Mr.  Leigh  (not  Reuben,  who  was  little 
better  than  Amy  Paul  herself).  When 
Amy  told  him  that  she  and  Barbara  and 
Reuben  intended  to  make  a  short  excur- 
sion into  Ireland,  purposing  to  visit 
the  Lakes  of  Killamey  and  kindred 
scenery  in  other  localities,  he  praised  the 
weather  and  commended  their  determina- 
tion, but  approached  the  subject  no  nearer. 
Amy  then  more  boldly  asked  him  if  he 
would  accompany  them?  and  for  the  first 
time  in  all  her  experience  of  Father 
Jeremy  heard  him  plead  as  an  apology 
the  weakness  of  age.  With  a  smile  she 
heard  him  immediately  afterwards  detail 
how  he  would  spend  the  time  of  their 
absence  at  Summerfield,  imparting  his  prac- 
tical bachelor  experience  for  the  benefit  of 
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Mr.  Leigh,  and  trying  at  a  game  of  whist 
("  or  some  such  matter,"  said  Mr.  Elt,) 
to  while  away  pleasantly  his  leisure  hours. 

Accordingly  the  month  of  August  saw 
him  settled  down  for  this  anticipated  visit. 
Further,  it  saw  Mrs.  Leigh  depart  in  one 
direction,  and  Reuben  Leigh,  having  in 
charge  his  wife  and  Amy  Paul,  set  his 
facie  to  journey  towards  the  west. 

On  only  one  incident  in  all  their  journey- 
ings  is  it  our  intention  to  pause,  for  there 
was  only  one  which,  connected  by  many 
ties  with  the  past,  bore  much  of  its  sadness 
from  sight,  and  ending  a  career  of  grief 
and  guilt,  changed  a  recollection  which  often 
,imeasily  and  silently  had  recurred  to  them 
all,  into  a  memory  which,  if  saddened,  was 
far  more  tranquil.  They  had  travelled  for 
two  days  through  the  picturesque  mountain- 
scenery  of  Wicklow,  and  at  the  termination 
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of  the  second  day's  journey  rested  at  an 
hotel  which  stood  (and  still  no  doubt  stands) 
in  the  centre  of  the  Vale  of  Avoca ;  a  place 
which,  notwithstanding  the  praise  bestowed 
upon  it,  is  worthy  of  and  deserves  it  all.  Let 
him  who  doubts  the  truth  of  these  words 
loiter  on  some  bright  summer  morning 
leisurely  through  it.  Let  him  rest  awhile 
on  the  bridge,  and  bend  over  its  parapet 
to  glance  upon  the  mingling  of  the  waters, 
sparkling  and  dimmed  in  turns,  like  the 
gladness  and  gloom  of  a  poet's  thoughts. 
Let  him  stay  awhile,  and  gaze  upon  the 
woods  which  with  foliage  and  soft  shadows 
crown  dreamily  the  hill  before  him.  Let  his 
spirit  rise  with  the  spirit  of  this  new  era, 
as  he  surveys  the  hill-sides  clothed  with  the 
tracks  and  marks  of  busy  life.  Let  him 
pass  these  by,  and  look  and  gaze,  and 
Innk  and  gazc  again,  while  before  his  eye 
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spread  wood  and  field  with  a  beauty  and 
tranquillity  which  will  come  henceforward 
upon  his  heart  whenever  it  dreams  of 
rest. 

They  reached  this  pleasant  place  late  in 
the  evening,  and  were  all  up  betimes  in  the 
morning  to  enjoy  its  purity  and  brightness. 
The  waiter  who  attended  them  at  breakfast, 
told  them,  as  waiters  usually  do,  that  they 
(meaning  the  hotel)  had  been  full  to  over- 
flowing just  the  day  before  they  came. 

*"  And  sure,"  he  said,  "  we  are  always 
almost  too  full  for  that  matter,  seein'  that 
the  vale  is  a  mighty  favourite  place  intirely, 
for  your  new-married  people,'*  and  he  glanced 
at  Reuben  as  if  he  placed  him  in  that  category. 
Reuben,  with  a  smile,  assured  him  that  he 
had  been  more  than  a  year  married.  The 
waiter's  placid  observation  in  reply  brought 
a  blush  to  Barbarfi's  brow. 
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"Yet,"  continued  the  cotomtinicative  waiter, 
"  it  isn't  of  marriages  or  such  like  I  ought 
to  be  thinking.  It  is  only  a  week  now  gone 
by  since  an  old  gentleman  came  here  all 
alone,  though  very  weak  looking.  He  has 
done  nothing  but  grow  worse  ever  since, 
and  isn't  like  to  live.  We  sent  for  Mr. 
Andrews,  the  clergyman,  here  to  see  him; 
and  well  we  did,  for  he  knew  him,  he  says, 
and  was  well  acquainted  with  him  long 
ago,  and  has  been  with  him  constant  ever 
since." 

"  Mr.  Andrews,"  said  Reuben  ;  "  is  it  Mr. 
Andrews  of  Ldsnadill  ?" 

"  No,  Sir,"  replied  the  waiter,  "  but  Mr. 
Andrews,  the  rector  of  the  next  parish.  He 
hasn't,  I  heard  them  say,  been  long  there, 
and  perhaps.  Sir,  he  came  from  the  place 
you  miration.  It's  not  far  from  this,  I  believe. 
Sir  ?" 
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"Not  far,"  returned  Reuben  Leigh,  "some- 
where about  thirty  miles." 

"  Sure,  not  so  much,  Sir,"  argued  the 
waiter. 

"  Reuben,"  cried  Amy  Paul,  "  go  and 
see  if  it  be  our  Mr.  Andrews,  and  never 
mind  calculating  distances.  The  gentleman 
is  in  the  hotel  at  present  ?"  she  asked,  turn- 
ing to  the  waiter. 

"  He  hasn't  left  it  for  the  last  two  days, 
Miss,"  rejoined  the  waiter.  "  I'll  just  step 
into  his  room  Bsxd  tell  him  that  he's  want- 
uig. 

Reuben  Leigh  acquiesced  in  this  uncere- 
monious proceeding,  and  at  once  accompanied 
the  waiter.  The  clergyman  was,  indeed,  his 
old  friend,  Mr.  Andrews. 

He  at  once  hastened  to  see  Amy  Paul  and 
her  whom  he  heard  he  should  now  call 
Barbara  Leigh.    Amy  was  rejoiced  to  see 
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him,  had  a  thousand  questions  to  ask  him, 
and  as  many  replies  to  make  him. 

With  what  pleasure  Mr.  Andrews  held 
her  by  the  hand,  and  looked  into  her  face, 
and  read  therein  health  of  body  and  health 
of  spirit !  How  eagerly,  over  and  over 
again,  he  inquired  how  she  had  been  since 
they  had  separated,  and  how  he  seemed  to 
have  no  thought  except  for  the  gladness  and 
joy  of  this  unexpected  meeting  !  Gradually, 
nevertheless,  a  thoughtful,  sad  expression 
came  over  his  face,  and  set  Amy  and  Barbara 
and  Reuben  for  that  matter  wondering, 
when  they  heard  that  Mrs.  Andrews  and  all 
his  family  were  well,  what  could  be  the  cause. 
With  the  same  expression  not  wearing  away 
as  it  ought  to  have  done,  but  becoming 
more  thoughtful  and  more  sad,  he  begged 
of  them  to  excuse  him  for  a  moment  and 
left  the  room.    The  waiter  came  soon  after 
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to  tell  Mr.  Leigh  that  Mr.  Andrews  wished 
to  speak  to  him. 

Half  an  hoiu*  passed  slowly  over,  and  they 
both  returned  then,  both  wearing  the  same 
sad  expression.  From  Reuben,  Amy  and 
Barbara  heard  that  he  who  had  wandered  all 
alone  to  this  pleasant  and  peaceful  place, 
seeking,  it  might  be,  to  lose  the  sorrow  of  his 
heart  amidst  earth's  smiles  and  beauty  ; 
whose  bowed  aspect  and  visible  grief  had 
attracted  the  notice  and  pity  of  strangers; 
and  upon  whom,  even  under  the  roof  which 
shelt^ed  them,  sickness  had  fallen,  was  iheir 
hapless  unde.  Further  they  heard  that  his 
sickness  was  one  unto  death,  and  that  his 
hours  were  so  few  that  they  could  easily  be 
numbered. 

They  all  entered  his  darkened  chamber, 
when  they  were  composed  enough  to  do  so. 
They  found  that  the  seal  of  silence  was 
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already  on  the  lips  of  the  dying  man.  He 
turned,  however,  his  eyes  upon  thein  as  they 
stood  around  him,  with  an  expression  of 
fond,  unalterable  love.  It  was  not  the 
season  to  remember  anything  save  his  affec- 
tion to  all  there  so  uniformly  displayed. 
With  a  gush  of  tears,  and  with  many  loving 
words.  Amy  was  the  first  to  stoop  down  and 
kiss  his  lips.  Barbara  did  the  same.  Some 
murmuring  words  rose  to  his  lips,  unin- 
teDigible  and  indistinct,  save  that  they  who 
listened  believed  that  in  their  sound  they 
could  hear  the  flow  of  the  happiness  that 
weUed  afiresh  into  his  heart.  Mr.  Andrews 
detecting  a  marked  change  upon  his  coun- 
tenance would  have  hurried  them  from  the 
room,  but  that  it  was  too  late.  Beckoning 
to  them  to  kneel  down  while  he  uttered 
the  words  of  some  fervent  prayer,  he  closed 
the  eyes  of  the  dying  man,  and  saw  him 
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pass  without  a  struggle  from  life  into 
death. 


Not  far  from  where  he  died  and  nearer  to 
the  place  where  Mr.  Andrews  lived,  close  by 
the  sea-shore,  there  is  a  lonely  grave-yard, 
shadowed  by  a  roofless,  ivy-dad  ruin,  seldom 
disturbed^  and  seldom  trodden  on.  There, 
where  the  ash-treps  wave  to  and  fro,  and 
where  to  mingle  with  their  murmur  the 
breeze  brings  the  hollow  sound  of  the  sea, 
Mr.  Paul  was  laid  to  rest.  A  plain  marble 
stone,  uncarved  and  unlettered,  marks  the 
spot.  Lonely  as  was  his  resting-pl^ce,  it 
was  carefully  and  dutifufly  smoothed.  Sor- 
rowfrd  and  untimely  ad  was  his  death- 
bed, tears  of  love,  to  win   which  had 
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been  his  heart's  desire,  were  shed  aroimd 
it. 

Of  Simon  Burge,  his  early  companion 
and  his  instigator  and  abettor  in  crime, 
nothing  was  ever  heard.  Doubtless  he  re- 
turned to  his  former  life  and  his  former 
courses,  with  dislike  embittered  by  the  vain 
glimpse  he  had  obtained  of  peace  and  virtue, 
compelled  to  follow  them  through  all  their 
weary  ways,  and  sounding  their  hollowness 
as  he  went  on,  to  reach  their  last  stage 
unaltered  and  imrepefnt&nt.  In  the  hard 
yard  that  cold  prison  walls  shadow  and 
darken,  there  is  sometimes  dug  a  grave 
where  guilt  and  shame  are  put  away  from 
men's  .sight,  and  trampled  on,  that  no 
memory  of  them  may  exist.  Colder  and 
more  lonely  than  this  is  the  grave  vice  digs 
for  its  victim.    Strange  amidst  hundreds  by 
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which  tears  are  shed  and  prayers  are  poured, 
unknown  and  trodden  on  it  lies,  reproached 
or  scoflFed  for  the  weeds  that  spring  darkly 
from  it. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

Shows  how  Mr.  Elt  changed  his  residence  for  the 
last  time. 

Neither  Amy  Paxil,  nor  Barbara,  nor 
Reuben  Leigh  aflfected  for  the  death  of  Mr. 
Paul  a  greater  grief  than  they  felt.  They 
were  all  sensible  that  for  him  it  was  better 
and  happier  even  as  it  was.  In  no  other 
way  could  they  have  hoped  that  calmness 
and  peace  would  descend  upon  him,  and 
remembering  his  death-bed,  they  trusted  that 
moments  were  soothed  by  both. 
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To  Amy  Paul  it  was  an  idea  in  which  she 
found  consolation,  that  his  grave  was  not  far 
from  the  place  where  Mr.  Andrews  lived. 
She  thought  how  sometimes,  when  the  winds 
went  low  and  the  sunshine  was  abroad, 
'  children  whom  he  had  seen  in  life,  straying 
down  to  the  ruin  that  sheltered  his  grave, 
woidd  look  down  upon  it  and  prattle  near  it. 

And  first  and  chief  to  soothe  her  and 
them  all  was  the  kindness  of  Mr.  Andrews. 
His  attentions,  his  patience,  his  soothing 
words,  all  claimed  and  obtained  their  grati- 
tude and  thanks.  For  a  week  they  resided 
with  him  in  his  new  abode,  for  he  had  been 
promoted  from  the  curacy  of  Lisnadill  to  the 
rectory  of  Lisanlury,  obtaining  at  last,  and  as 
he  well  deserved,  his  easy  chair.  Nor  did 
his  preferment  come,  he  said  himself,  a  bit 
too  soon,  for  thd  steps  of  stairs  were  mount- 
ing far  beyond  a  poor  curate's  income.  With 
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their  old  magic  capability  of  accommodation, 
they  were  quietly  suiting  themselves  to  a 
rector's  riches,  and  Mr.  Andrews  had  no 
doubt  that  they  would  do  the  like  had  he  a 
bishop's  store  of  wealth. 

He  promised  that  he  at  least,  if  not 
both  he  and  Mrs.  Andrews,  would  one  day 
pay  them  a  lengthened  visit,  and  with  some 
attention,  notwithstanding  his  promotion, 
heard  Amy's  claim  for  two  of  his  sons. 
Once  or  twice  he  appeared  curious  to  know 
all  of  and  concerning  Mr.  Brant,  but  Amy, 
seeing  the  folly  of  reservation,  met  him  with 
a  ready  confidence*  All  Mrs.  Andrews'  ques- 
tionings, and  they  were  not  few,  Barbara  took 
upon  herself  to  satisfy. 

From  these  friends  and  this  fiiendly  roof, 
Reuben  Leigh  guided  them  pleasantly  through 
everv  nlace  that,  picturesque  or  romantic, 
ention.    Change,  and  variety,  and 
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unchecked  commimion  of  thought,  exercised 
their  soothing  influence,  and  before  they 
settled  down  at  Summerfield,  even  the  sad- 
ness of  their  remembrance  was  sensibly  les- 
sened. 

When  Reuben  Leigh  told  Mr.  Elt  of 
the  death  of  Mr.  Paul,  he  was  not  a  little 
disturbed.  As  he  had  vacated  Siunmerfield, 
he  declared  his  intention  of  returning  home 
early  that  evening,  in  order  to  ponder  upon 
the  strangeness  of  these  events.  However, 
when  he  next  met  Reuben  Leigh,  he  forgot 
the  trouble  of  his  mind  in  his  chagrin  and 
disappointment  that  Reuben  had  not  deemed 
it  worth  his  while  to  cross  over  to  Lisna- 
dill,  that  he  might  see  how  Mr.  Trouton 
was  introducing  into  that  neighbourhood  an 
entirely  new  system  of  agriculture.  Mr. 
Elt  was  somewhat  surprised  that  the  fame 
of  it  had  not  spread  far  and  near.    He  was 
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sure  that,  properly  carried  out,  it  would  work 
a  social  revolution,  at  least  if  carried  out 
as  through  his  instance  it  had  commenced, 
and  every  one  was  aware  how  much  a 
social  revolution  was  needed  for  the  com- 
patriots of  Mr.  Trouton. 

Towards  the  end  of  the  month  of  Sep- 
tember Mr.  Brant  returned,  and  it  was  then 
arranged,  that  his  marriage  with  Amy  Paul 
should  take  place  early  in  the  coming  spring. 
Even  at  that  first  moment  Mr.  Elt  stipulated 
upon  receiving  due  notice  in  order  that  he 
might  be  well  and  duly  prepared.  For  he 
it  was  who  would  give  away  Amy  Paul,  his 
second  child,  consigning  her  to  a  doom — 
such  doom  as  all  might  covet — of  happiness 
and  love. 


Close  to  Summerfield,  and  with  a  path- 
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way  beaten  through  the  green  lawn  by 
frequency  of  communication  running  from 
one  to  the  other,  stood  a  house  whereof 
the  mistress  was  about  as  lovely  a  matron 
as  could  well  be  imagined.  Here  upon  a 
summer  evening  it  was  pleasant  to  see, 
with  a  step  checked  to  becoming  staidness ; 
with  many  joys  and  glad  thoughts  cluster- 
ing round  her  happy,  sunny  brow,  and 
through  them  peeping  some  sober  and 
wise  withal ;  leaning  upon  an  arm  in 
whose  support  there  was  an  expression  of 
loving  care,  and  watching  an  old  gentle- 
man, who  carried  a  laughing  baby  with  a 
tender  deftness  such  as  one  of  his  years 
had  never  before  displayed.  Pleasant  it  was 
to  watch  these  four  (including  the  baby)  along 
the  shaded  path  to  Summerfield,  and  pleasant 
above  ail  to  see  Mrs.  Leigh  rob  Mr.  Elt 
of  his  burden,  and  amidst  sundry  young 
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watching  eyes,  fondle  as  only  an  old  lady 
can  fondle  and  take  to  her  bosom  her 
last  great-grandchild;  for  such  to  her  she 
said  was  Amy  Brant's — our  sunny,  wise 
matron's — sweet,  dear  baby. 

With  Amy  Brant,  having  given  up 
inventions  as  too  trying  for  his  brain,  but 
with  as  keen  a  relish  as  ever  for  a  game 
of  whist,  and  occasionally  some  gratifying 
intelligence  firom  his  tenant  in  the  sister 
country,  dear  Father  Jeremy  lived  for  good 
and  all. 


THE  -END. 


LONDON: 

Printed  by  Schulze  and  Co.,  13,  Poland  Street. 
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